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CHE #1 


NE day faint Dunſtan, an T. 
riſhman by nation, and a faint 


by trade, left Ireland on a 


ſmall mountain, which took its route 


towards the coaſt of France, and ſer his 
faintſhip down in the bay of St. Malo's: 
when he had diſmounted, he gave his 
bleſſing to the mountain, which, after 
ſome profound bows, took its leave, 
and returned to its former place. 

Here St. Dunſtan laid the foundation 


of a {mall priory, and gave it the name 
A 
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of the Priory Mountain, which it ſtill 
keeps as every body knows. 

In the year 1689, the fifteenth day 
of July, in the evening, the abbot Kerk- 
abon, prior of our Lady of the Moun- 
tain, happened to take the air along the 
ſhore with Miſs Kerkabon his ſiſter: 
the prior, who was a little declined in 
age, was a very good clergyman, be- 
loved by his neighbours after having 
been ſo formerly by their wives. What 
added moſt to the reſpect that was paid 
him, was, that among all his clerical 
neighbours, he was the only one that 
could walk to his bed after ſupper: he 
was tolerably read in theology; and 
when he was tired of reading St. Augu- 
ſtin, he refreſhed himſelf with Rabelais; 
ſo all the world ſpoke well of him. 

Miſs Kerkabon, who had never been 
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married, notwithſtanding her hearty 
wiſhes ſo to be, had preſerved a freſh- 
neſs of complexion in her forty fifth 
year: her character was that of a good 
and ſenſible woman: ſhe was fond of 
pleaſure, and was a devotee. 

As they were walking, the prior, look- 
ing on the ſea, ſaid to his ſiſter, It 
was here, alas! that our poor brother 
embarked with our dear ſiſter-in-law 
madam Kerkabon, his wife, on board 
the Swallow frigate, in 1669, to ſerve 
the king in Canada: had he not been 
killed, probably we might ſee him a- 
gin N 

Do you believe, ſays Miſs Kerka- 
bon, that our ſiſter-in-law has been eaten 
by the Cherokees,as we have been told?” 
« Certain it is, had ſhe not been eaten, 
ſhe would have come back; I ſhall weep 

A 2 
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for her all my life-time; ſhe w s a charm- 
ing woman; and our brother, who had 
a great deal of wit, would no doubt 
have made a fortune.” 

Thus were they going on with mu— 
tual tenderneſs, when they beheld a 
ſmall veſſel enter the bay of Rence with 
the tide: it was from England, and 
came to ſell proviſions: the crew leaped 
on ſhore without looking at the prior, or 
Mils his ſiſter, who were ſhocked at the 
little attention ſhewn them. 

That was not the behaviour of a well- 
made youth, who, darting himſelf over 
the heads of his companions, ſtood on 
a ſudden before Miſs Kerkabon. Being 
unaccuſtomed to bowing, he made her 
a ſign with his head. His figure and his 
dreſs attracted the notice of brother and 


ſiſter: his head was uncovered, and his 


The Stxctrt Huron. 5 
legs bare; inſtead of ſhoes, he wore a 
kind of ſandals: from his head his long 
hair flowed in treſſes; a {mall cloſe doub- 
let diſplayed the beauty of his ſhape; 
he had a ſweet and martial air; in one 
hand he held a ſmall bottle of Barbadoes 
water, and in the other a bag, in which 
he had a goblet, and fome ſea-biſcuit: 
he ſpoke French very intelligibly : he 
offered ſome of his Barbadoes to Mils 
Kerkabon and her brother: he drank 
with them, he made them drink a ſe- 
cond time, and all this with an air of 
ſuch native ſimplicity, that quite charm- 
ed brother and (ſiſter. They offered him 
their ſervice, and aſked him who he 
was, and whither going? The young 
man an{wered, that he knew not where 
he ſhould go; that he had ſome curio- 
ſity ; that he had a deſire to ſee the coaſt 
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of France; that he had ſeen it, and 
ſhould return.” 

The prior, judging by his accent that 
he was not an Engliſhman, took the li- 
berty of aſking of what country he was. 
*« lam a Huron,” anſwered the youth. 

Miſs Kerkabon, amazed and enchant- 
ed to ſee a Huron who had behaved fo 
politely to her, begged the young man's 
company to ſupper : he complied im- 
mediately, and all three went together 
to the priory of our Lady of the Moun- 2 
tain. This ſhort and round Miſs de- 1 
voured him with her little eyes, and ſaid 2 
from time to time to her brother, This 1 
tall lad has a complexion of lilies and | 
roſes; what a fine ſkin he has for a Hu- | 
ron!” © Very true ſiſter, ſays the prior.” 
She put a hundred queſtions one after 
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another, and the traveller anſwered al- 
ways pertinently. 

The report was ſoon ſpread that there 
was a Huron at the priory: all the gen- 
teel company of the country came to 
ſupper. The abbot of St. Yves came 
with Miſs his ſiſter, a fine, handſome, 
well educated girl: the bailiff, the tax- 
gatherer, and their wives, came all to- 
gether. The foreigner was ſeated be- 
tween Miſs Kerkabon and Miſs St. Yves; 
the company eyed him with admiration; 
they all queſtioned him together. This 
did not confound the Huron; he ſeem- 
ed to have taken lord Bolingbroke's mot- 
to, Nihil admirari ; but at laſt tired out 
with ſo much noiſe, he told them in a 
ſweet but ſerious tone, Gentlemen, 
in my country one talks after another; 
how can I anſwer you, if you will not 
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LIN GEN U, 


allow me to hear you?” Reaſoning al. 
ways brings people to a momentary re- 
flection; they were all ſilent. Mr. Bai- 


liff, who always made a property of a 


_ foreigner wherever he found him, and 


who was the firſt man for aſking que- 
ſtions in the province, opening a mouth 


of half a foot, began: Sir, what is your 


name?” „ have always been called 
the Ingenu, anſwered the Huron; and 
the Engliſh have confirmed that name, 
becauſe I always ſpeak as I think, and 
act as I like.“ Bur being born a 


Huron, how could you come to Eng- 


land?“ I have been carried thither; I 
was made priſoner by the Engliſh after 
ſome reſiſtance, and the Engliſh, who 
love brave people, becauſe they are 
brave and as honeſt as we, propoſed to 
me, either to return to my family, or 
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go with them to England. I accepted 
the latter, having naturally a reliſh for 
travelling.“ But, Sir, ſays the bai 
liff with his uſual gravity, how could 
you think of abandoning father and mo- 
ther?“ © Becauſe I never knew either 
father or mother,” ſays the foreigner. 
This moved the company ; they all re- 
peated, © Neither father or mother!“ 
« We will be in their ſtead,” ſays the 
miſtreſs of the houſe to her brother the 
prior: how intereſting this Huron gen- 
tleman is!” The Ingenu thanked her 
with a noble and proud cordiality, and 
gave her to underſtand, that he wanted 
the aſſiſtance of nobody, -* , --* * 
* I perceive, Mr. Huron,” ſaid the 
huge bailiff, „that you talk better 
French than can be expected from an 
Indian.“ A Frenchman,” anſwered 
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he, whom they had made priſoner 
when I was a boy, and with whom I 
contraſted a great friendſhip, taught it 
me. I prefemtly learn what I like to 
learn. When I came to Plymouth, I 
met with one of your French refugees, 
whom you, 1 know not why, call Hu- 
gonots : he improved my knowlege of 
your language; and as ſoon as I could 
expreſs myſelf intelligibly, I came to ſee 
your country, becaule I like the French 
well enough, if they do not put too 
many queſtions.” 

Notwithſtanding this ſmall advertiſe- 
ment, the abbe of St, Yves aſked him, 
which of the three languages pleaſed him 
beſt, the Huron, Engliſh, or French ? 
«© The Huron tobe ſure,” anſwered the 
Ingenu. s it poſſible,” cries Miſs 


Kerkabon? I always thought the French 


* „ pane a Le; 3 6 A 
, C LES, r 2 8 n * = | 0 
{FIR SELLS I Ra N 
4 "AS - * * 5 4 3 1 
— r 4 LAS : "RIS 5 - _— 
5 . 7 n - 4 q 
- * » ow, * K 2 25 rey , $3 n 
r U 16 * 
5 1 * 9 4 % 
Ax + * V 12 


ü « 8 ns Fri, 3 22 N "TY 
1 


The Sincere HURON. 11 
was the firſt of all languages, after that 
of Low-Britany.” 

Then all were eager to know how, in 
Huron, they aſked for ſnuff? He re- 
plied, © Taya.” * What ſignifies to 
eat ?” „E enten.“ Mils Kerkabon was 
impatient to know how they called to 
make love?” He informed her, 'T ro- 
vender ; and inſiſted on it, not without 
reaſon, that theſe words were well worth 
their ſynonimas in French and Engliſh. 
T rovander, eſpecially, ſeemed very 
pretty to all the company. The prior, 
who had, in his library, a Huron gram- 
mar, which had been given him by the 
rev. father Sagar 'Theodat, a Recolle& 
and famous miſſionary, roſe from the 
table to conſult it : he returned quite 
panting with tenderneſs and joy; he ac- 


knowleged the foreigner for a true Hu- 
B 2 


12 L' INGE N U, 

ron: the company ſpeculated a little on 
the multiplicity of languages; and all 
agreed, that had it not been for the af. 
fair of the Tower of Babel, all the world 
would have ſpoken French. 

The inquiſitive bailiff, who till then 
had ſome ſuſpicions of the foreigner, 
conceived the deepeſt reſpect for him; 
he ſpoke to him with more civility than 
before, and the Huron took no notice 
of it. 

Miſs St. Yves was very curious to 
know how people made love among the 
Hurons. In performing great actions 
to pleaſe ſuch as reſemble you.” All 
the company admired and applauded, 
Miſs St. Yves bluſhed, and was extreme. 
ly well pleaſed. Miſs Kerkabon bluſh- 
ed likewiſe, but was not ſo well pleaſ- 
ed; ſhe was a little piqued that this gal 
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lantry was not addreſſed to her; but 
ſhe was ſo good - natured, that her af- 
fection for the Huron was not diminiſh- 
ed at all. She aſked him, with great 
complacency, how many miſtreſſes he 
had at home? “Only one, anſwered 
the foreigner; ©* Miſs Abacaba, the 
good friend of my dear nurſe. The 
reed is not more ſtreight, ermine is not 
more white, no lamb meeker, no eagle 
fiercer, nor a ſtag ſwifter, than was my 
Abacaba. One day ſhe purſued a hare 
not above fifty leagues from my habita- 
tion: a baſe Algonquin, who dwells an 
hundred leagues farther, took her hare 
from her. I was told of it; I ran thi- 
ther, and with one ſtroke of my club 
levelled him with the ground. I brought 
him to the feet of my miſtreſs. bound 
hand and foot, Abacaba's parents were 
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for eating him, but I always had a diſ- 
reliſh for ſuch kind of diſhes; I ſet him 
at liberty, I made him my friend. A- 
bacaba was ſo pleaſed with my conduct, 
that ſhe preferred me to all her lovers: 
how would ſhe continue to love me, had 
ſhe not been devoured by a bear! I flew 
the bear, and wore his hide a long while; 
but that has not comforted me.” 

Miſs St. Yves felt a ſecret pleaſure at 
hearing that Abacaba had been his only 
miſtreſs, and that ſhe was no more; yet 
ſhe underſtood not the cauſe of her own 
pleaſure. All eyes were rivetted on 
the Huron, and he was much applaud- 
ed for delivering an Algonquin from the 
ſpits of his countrymen. 

The mercileſs bailiff was now grown 
ſp furious, that he even aſked the Hu- 
ron what religion he was of; whether he 
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had choſen the Engliſh, the French, or 
that of the Hugonots ? I am of my 
own religion,” faid he,“ juſt as you are 
of yours.” © Lord!” cried Miſs Kerka- 
bon, I ſee already that thoſe wretch- 
ed Engliſh have not once thought of 
baptizing him!“ „Good God,” ſaid 
Miſs St. Yves, © how is it poſſible! how 
is it poſſible the Hurons ſhould not be 
Roman Catholics! Have not thoſe re. 
verend fathers the Jeſuits converted all 
the world?” 'The Huron aſſured her 
* that in his country nobody was con- 
verted, that no true American had ever 
changed his opinion, and that there was 
not in their h a word to * 
inconſtancy.” 

Theſe laſt words extremely pleaſed 
Miſs St. Yves. © Oh! we'll baptize him, 
we'll baptize him,” ſaid Miſs Kirkabon 
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to the prior; © you ſhall have that ho- 
nour, my dear brother, and I will be his 
god-mother; the abbot St. Yves ſhall 
preſent him at the font; it will make a 
fine appearance; it will be talked of over 
all Britany, and do us the greateſt ho- 
nour.” The company were all of the ; 
ſame mind with the miſtreſs of the houſe; 
they all cried, « We'll baptize him.“ : 
The Huron interrupted them, by ſay- | 
ing, that in England every one was al- 4 
lowed to live as he pleaſed.” He ra- l 
ther ſhewed ſome averſion to the pro. | 
poſal which was made, and could not 
help telling them, that the laws of the 

Hurons were to the full as good as thoſe 
of Low- Britany: he finiſhed with ſay- 
ing, that he ſhould return the next 
day.” The bottles grew empty, and 
the company went to bed. 
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After the Huron had been conducted 
to his room, Miſs Kerkabon and her 
friend Miſs St. Yves could not help 
peeping through the key hole, to lee 
how a Huron went to bed: they ſaw 
that he ſpread the blankets on the floor, 
and laid himſelf down upon them in the 
fineſt attitude in the world. 
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CHAP. II. f 


The Huron, called the Ingenu, acknow- 
leged by his relations. 


HE Ingenu, according to cuſtom, 
awoke with the ſun, at the crow- 
ing of the cock, which is called in Eng- 
land and Huronia, © the trumpet of the 
day.” He did not imitate what is ſtiled 
good company, who languiſh in the bed | 
of indolence till the ſun has performed 
half his career, unable to ſleep, but | 
not diſpoſed to riſe, and loſe fo many 1 
precious hours in that doubtful ſtate be- | 
tween life and death, and who, neverthe- | 
leſs, complain that life is too ſhort, 
He had already traverſed two or three 
leagues, and killed fifteen brace of game, 
with ſhot only, when, upon his return, 
he found the prior of our Lady of the 
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Mountain, with his diſcreet ſiſter, walk- 
ing in their night-caps in their little gar- 
den. He preſented them with the ſpoils 
of his morning labour, and taking from 
his boſom a kind of little taliſman, which 
he conſtantly wore about his neck, he 
intreated them to accept of it as an ac- 
knowlegement for the kind reception 
they had given him : © Tr is, ſaid he, the 
moſt valuable thing J am poſſeſſed of: I 
have been aſſured that J ſhall always be 
happy whilſt I carry this little toy about 
me ; and I gave it you that you may be 
aways happy.” 

The prior and Miſs ſmiled with pity 
at the frankneſs of the Ingenu. This 
preſent conſiſted of two little portraits 
very ill done, tied together with a greaſy 
= firing. 

l/ Miſs Kerkabon aſked him, -if there 
| C 2 
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were any painters in Huronia? © No, 
replied the Ingenu, Thad this curioſity 
from my nurſe; her husband had ob- 
tained ir by conqueſt, in ſtripping ſome 
of the French of Canada, who had made 
war upon us; this is all I know of the 
matter.“ 
The prior looked attentively upon 
theſe pictures, whilſt he changed colour, 
his hands trembled, and he ſeemed much 
affected: By our Lady ofthe mountain, 
he cried out, * I believe theſe to be the 
faces of the captain my brother, and 
his lady.” Mails, after having conſulted 
them with the like emotion, thought 
the ſame. They were both ſtruck with 
aſtoniſhment and joy blended with grief: 
they both melted, they both wept, their 
hearts throbbed, and during their diſor- 
der, the pictures were interchanged be- 
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tween them at leaſt twenty times in a 
ſecond. They ſeemed to devour the 
Huron's pictu es with their eyes; they 
aſked one after another, and even both 
at once, at what time, in what place, 
and how theſe miniatures fell into the 
hands of the nurſe? they reckoned and 
computed the time from the captain's 
departure; they recollected having re- 
ceived advice, that he had penetrated 
as far as the country of the Hurons; 
and from that time they had never heard 
any thing more of him. 

The Huron had told them, that he 
had never known either father or mo- 
ther. The prior, who was a man of 
ſenſe, obſerved, © that he had a little 
beard, and he knew very well that the 
Hurons never had any. His chin was 
ſomewhat hairy; he was therefor the 
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ſon of an European. My brother and 
ſiſter · in law were never ſeen after the 
expedition againſt the Hurons, in 1669. 
My nephew muſt then have been ſuck- 
ing at the breaſt; the Huron nurſe has 
preſerved his life, and been a mother 
to him.“ At length, after a hundred 
queſtions and anſwers, the prior and bis 
ſiſter concluded that the Huron was their 
own nephew. They embraced him, 
whilſt tears ſtreamed from their eyes: 
and the Huron laughed to think, that 
an Indian ſhould be nephew to a prior 
of Lower Britany. 

All the company went down ſtairs, 
Mr. De St. Yves, who was a great phy- 
ſiognomiſt, compared the two pictures 
with the Huron's countenance: they 
obſerved, very ſkilfully, that he had the 
mother's eyes, the forehead and noſe of 
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the late Captain Kerkabon, and the 
cheeks common to both. | 

Miſs St. Yves, who had never ſeen 
cither father or mother, was ſtrenuouſly 
of opinion, that the young man had a 
perfect reſemblance of them. They all 
admired the providence and concatena- 
tion of events of this world. In a ward, 
they were ſo perſuaded, ſo convinced of 
the birth of the Huron, that he himſelf 
conſented to be the prior's nephew, 
ſaying, © that he would as ſoon have 
him for his uncle as another,” 

He went to return thanks in the 
church of our Lady of the Mountain; 
whilſt the Huron, with an air of indif- 
ference, amuſed himſelf with drinking 
in the houſe. 

The Engliſh who had brought him 
over, and who were ready to ſet ſail, 
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came to tell him that it was time to de- 
part. “Probably, ſaid he to them, you 
have not met · with any of your uncles 
or aunts; I ſhall ſtay here, go you back 
to Plymouth. I give you all my cloaths 
as I have no longer occaſion for any 
thing in this world, ſince I am the ne- 


phew of a prior.” The Engliſh ſet 


fail, without being at all concerned whe- 


ther the Huron had any relations or not 
in Lower Britany. 
After the uncles, the aunt, and the 


company had ſung Te Deum; after the 


bailiff had once more overwhelmed the 
Huron with queſtions; after they had 
exhauſted all their aſtoniſhment, joy, 
and tenderneſs, the prior of the Moun- 
tain and the abbe of St. Ives, concluded, 
that the Huron ſhould be baptized with 
all poſſible expedition. But the caſe 
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was very different with a tall robuſt In- 
dian of twenty-two, and an infant who 
is regenerated without his knowing any 
thing of the matter. It was neceſſary 
to ipftru him, and this appeared diffi- 
cult; for the abbe of St. Yves ſuppoſed, 
that a man, who was not born in France, 
could not be endued with common ſenſe. 

The prior indeed obſerved to the 
company, that though, in fact, the 
ingenious gentleman his nephew was 
not ſo fortunate as to be born in Lower- 
Britany, he was not, upon that account, 
any way deficient in ſenſe; which might 
be concluded from all his anſwers; and 
that, doubtleſs, nature had greatly fa- 
voured him, as well on his father as on 
his mother's ſide.” 

He then was aſked, if he had ever 
read any book? He faid, © he had read 
Rabelais tranſlated into Engliſh, and 
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ſome paſſages in Shakeſpear, which he 
knew by heart; that theſe books be- 
longed to the Captain, on board of whoſe 
ſhiphe came from America to Plymouth; 
and that he was very well pleaſed with 
them.” The bailiff failed not putting 
many queſtions to him concerning theſe 
books. I acknowlege,” ſaid the Hu- 
ron, „ thought I underſtood ſome 
things, but not the whole.” 

The abbẽ of St. Yves reflected upon 
this diſcourſe, that it was in this man- 
ner he had always read, and that moſt 


men read no other way. © Lou have, 


faid he to the Huron, „ doubtleſs read 
the Bible.“ Never, Mr. abbé: it was 
not among the Captain's books; I never 
heard it mentioned.” This is the way 
of thole curſed Engliſh,” ſaid Miſs Ker. 
kabon ; © they mind more a piece of 
Shakeſpear's, a plumb-pudding, or a 
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bottle of rum, than they do the Penta- 
teuch. For this reaſon they have never 
convertedany Indians in America. 'They 
are certainly curſed by God: and we 
ſhall conquer Jamaica and Virginia from 
them in a very ſhort time.” 

Be this as it may, the moſt ſkilful 
taylor in all St. Malo was ſent for, to 
dreſs the Huron from head to foot. The 
company ſeparated, and the bailiff went 
elſewhere to diſplay his inquiſitiveneſs. 
Miſs St. Yves, in parting, returned ſe- 
veral times to obſerve the young ſtrang- 
er, and made him lower courteſies than 
ever ſhe did any one in her life. 

The bailiff, before he took his leave, 
preſented to Miſs Yves a ſtupid dolt of 
a ſon, juſt come from the college; but 
ſhe ſcarce looked at him, ſo much was 
the taken up with the politeneſs of the 
Huron, 
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C HAP. III. 
The Huron converted. 


HE prior finding that he was 
ſomewhat advanced in years, and 
that God had ſent him a nephew for his 
conſolation, took it into his head that 
he would reſign his benefice in his fa. 
vour, if he ſucceeded in baptizing him, 
and of making him enter into orders. 
The Huron hadan excellent memory. 
The firmneſs of the organs of Lower 
Britany, ſtrengthened by the climate of 
Canada, had made his head ſo vigorous, 
that when he was ſtruck upon it, he 
ſcarce felt it; and when any thing was 
graven in it, nothing could efface it; no- 
thing had ever eſcaped his memory. 
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His conception was the more ſure and 
lively, by reaſon that his infancy not 
having been loaden with uſelefs fooleries, 
which overwhelms ours, things entered 
into his head without being clouded. 
The prior at length reſolved to make 
him read the New Teſtament; the Hu- 
ron devoured it with great pleaſure; but 
not knawing at what time, or in what 
country, all the adventures related in 
this book had happened, he did not in 
the leaſt doubt that the ſcene of action 
had been in Lower Britany; and he ſwore, 
that he would cut off Caiaphas and Pon- 
tius Pilate's ears, if ever he met thoſe 
ſcoundrels. 

His uncle, charmed with theſe good 
difpoſitions, ſoon brought him to the 
point ; he applauded his zeal, bur at the 
ſame time acquainted him, that it was 
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needleſs, as theſe people had been dead 
upwards of 4690 years. The Huron 
ſoon got the whole book by heart. He 
ſometimes propoſed difficulties that great- 
ly embarraſſed the Prior. He was often 
obliged to conſult the abbe St. Yves, 
who not knowing what to anſwer, 
brought a Jeſuit of Lower-Britany to 
perfect the converſion of the Huron. 
Grace, at length, operated; and the 
Huron promiſed to become a chriſtian, 
He did not doubt bur that the firſt ſtep 
towards it was circumciſion: ** for,” ſaid 
he, I do not find in the book, that 
was put into my hands, a ſingle perſon 
who was not circumciſed; it is therefor 
evident, that I muſt make a ſacrifice 
of my prepuce; and the ſooner the bet- 
ter.” He ſent for the ſurgeon of the 
village, and deſired him to perform the 
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operation, thinking thereby greatly to 
rejoice Miſs Kerkabon and all the com- 
pany, when the thing was once done. 
The ſurgeon, who had never performed 
ſuch an operation, acquainted the fa- 
mily, who ſcreamed out. The good 
Kerkabon trembled leſt her nephew, 
whom ſhe knew to be reſolute and expe- 
ditious, ſhould perform the operation 
unſkilfully himſelf; and that fatal con- 
ſequences ſhould enſue, in which the 
ladies, through the goodneſs of their 
hearts, are always concerned. 

The prior rectified the Huron's miſ 
take, repreſenting to him, that circum- 
ciſion was no longer in faſhion ; that 
baptiſm was much more gentle and ſa- 
lutary; that the law of grace was not 
like the law of rigour. The Huron, 
who had much good ſenſe, and was well 
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diſpoſed, diſputed, but ſoon acknow- 
leged his error, which ſeldom happens 
in Europe among diſputants; in a word, 
he promiſed to let himſelf be baptized, 
whenever they pleaſed. | 

It was neceſſary that he ſhould go 
previouſly to confeſſion; and this was the 
greateſt difficulty to ſurmount. The 
Huron had conſtantly in his pocket the 
book his uncle gave him. He did not 
there find that a ſingle apoſtle had ever 
been confeſſed, and this made him very 
reſtive. The prior ſilenced him, by 
ſhewing him, in the epiſtle of St. James 
the Minor, theſe words: Confeſs your 

ſins to one another. The Huron was 
mute, and confeſſed his fins to a Reco- 
let. When he had done, he dragged 
the Recolet from the confeſſional chair, 
and ſeizing him with a vigorous arm, 
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placed himſelf in his ſeat, making the 
Recolet kneel before him; Come, my 
friend, it is ſaid, we muſt confeſs our 
ſins to one another; J have related to 
you my ſins, and you ſhall not ſtir till 
you recount yours.“ Whilſt he (aid this, 
he fixed hisgreat knee againſt his adver- 
ſary's ſtomach. The Recolet roared 
and groaned, till he made the church re- 
echo. 'The noiſe brought people to his 
aſſiſtance, who found the catechumen 
cuffing the monk in the name of St. 
James the Minor. The joy diffuſed at 
the baptizing at once a Low-Breton, a 
Huron, and an Engliſhman, ſurmount- 


ed all theſe ſingularities, There were 
even ſome theologians of opinion, that | 
confeſſion was not neceſſary, as baptiſm 
ſupplied the place of every thing. . 
The biſhop of St. Malo was choſen 
E 


for the ceremony, who, flattered, as 
may be believed, at baptizing a Huron, 
arrived in a pompous equipage, follow. 
ed by his clergy. Miſs St. Yves put on 


her beſt gown to bleſs God, and ſent for 


a hair-dreſſer from St. Malo's, to ſhine 
at the ceremony, The inquiſitive bai. 
lift brought the whole country with him, 


The church was magnificently orna- 


mented. But when the Huron was 
ſummoned to attend the baptiſmal font, 
he was not to be found. 

His uncle and aunt ſought for him 
every where. It was imagined he was 
gone a-hunting, according to his uſual 
cuſtom. Every one convened to the 
feſtival, ſearched the neighbouring 
woods and villages; but no intelligence 
could be obtained of the Huron. 'They 
began to fear he was returned to Eng- 
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land. Some remembered that he had 
ſaid, he was very fond of that country. 
The prior and his ſiſter were perſuaded 
that no body was baptized there, and 
were troubled for their nephew's foul. 
The biſhop was confounded, and ready 
to return home; the prior and the abbe 
of St. Yves were in deſpair ; the bailiff 
interrogated all paſſengers with his uſual 
gravity; Miſs Kerkabon meltedintotears; 
Miſs St. Yves did not weep, but ſhe 
vented ſuch deep ſighs, as ſeemed to 
teſtify her ſacramental diſpoſition. They 
were walking in this melancholy mood, 
among the willows and reeds upon the 
banks of the little river Rence, when 
they perceived, in the middle of the 
ſtream, a large figure, tolerably white, 
with its two arms acrols it breaſt, They 


ſcreamed out and ran away. But, curi- 
E 2 


oſity being ſtronger than any other con- 
ſideration, they ſlipt ſoftly amongſt the 
reeds; and when they were pretty cer- 
tain they could not be ſeen, they were 
willing to decry what it was. 
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CHAP. IV. 
The Huron baptized. 


HE prior and the abbe having 

run to the river ſide, they aſked 

the Huron what he was doing?“ In 
faith, ſaid he, gentlemen, I am waiting 
to be baptized. I have been an hour 
in the water up to my neck, and I do not 
think it is civil to let me be quite ſpent.” 
« My dear nephew,” ſaid the prior to 
him tenderly, ** this is not the way of 
being baptized in Lower-Britany put 
on your cloaths, and come with us.” 
Miſs St. Yves, liſtening to the diſcourſe, 
ſaid in a whiſper to her companion, 
« Miſs, do you think he will put his 
cloaths on in ſuch a hurry.” 
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The Huron, however, replied to the 
prior, © You will not make me believe 
now as you did before; I have ſtudied 
very well ſince, and I am very certain 
there is no other kind of baptiſm. The 
eunuch of queen Candice was baptized 
in a rivulet. I defy you to ſhew me, 
in the book you gave me, that people 
were ever baptized any other way, I 
either will not be baptized at all, or the 
ceremony ſhall be performed in the ri. 
ver.” It was in vain to remonſtrate to 


him that cuſtoms were altered. He 


always recurred to the eunuch of queen 
Candace. And though Miſs and his 
aunt, who had obſerved him through 
the willows, were authorized to tell 
him, that he had no right to quote ſuch 
a man; they, nevertheleſs, ſaid nothing; 


— ſo great was their diſcretion. The 
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biſhop came himſelf to ſpeak to. him, 
which was a great thing; but he could 
not prevail; the Huron diſputed with 
the biſhop. 

« Shew me,” ſaid i jn the book 
my uncle gave me, one ſingle man that 
was not baptized in a river, and I will 
do whatever you pleaſe.” 

His aunt, in deſpair, had obſerved, 
that the firſt time her nephew bowed, 
he made a much lower bow to Miſs St. 
Yves than any one in the company; | 
that he had not even ſaluted the biſhop 
with ſo much reſpe&, blended with cor- 
diality, as he did that agreeable young 
lady. She thouyht it adviſeable to ap- 
ply to her in this great embarraſſment ; 
ſhe intreated her to ule her influence to 
engage the Huron to be baptized ac- 
cording to the cuſtom of Britany ; think- 
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ing that her nephew could never be a 
chriſtian if he perſiſted in being chriſten- 
ed in the ſtream. 
Mis St. Yves bluſhed at the ſecret 
ſhe felt in being appointed to execute 
ſo important a commiſſion. She modeſt- 
ly approached the Huron, and ſqueez- 
ing his hand in quite a noble- manner, 
ſhe ſaid to him, © What, will you do 
nothing to pleaſe me?“ and in uttering 
theſe words, ſhe raiſed her eyes from 
a downcaſt look into a graceful tender- 
neſs. © Oh! yes, Miſs, every thing 
you require, all that you command, 
whether it is to be baptized in water, 
fire, or blood ; —there is nothing I can 
refuſe you.” Miſs. St. Yves had the 
glory of effefting in two words, what 
neither the importunities of the prior, 
the repeated interrogations of the bailiff, 
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nor the reaſoning of the biſhop, could 
effect. She was ſenſible of her triumph; 
but ſhe was not yet ſenſible of its ut- 
moſt latitude. 

Baptiſm was adminiſtered and receiv- 
ed with all the decency, magnificence, 
and propriety poſſible. His uncle and 
aunt yielded to the abbe St. Yves and his 
liter the favour of ſupporting the Huron 
upon the font. Miſs St. Yves's eyes 
ſparkled with joy at being a god: mother. 
She was ignorant how much this high 
title ſubjected her; ſhe accepted the 
bonour without being acquainted with 
its fatal conſequences. | 

As there never was any ceremony 
that was not followed by a good dinner, 
the company took their ſeats at table 
after the chriſtening. The humouriſts 
of Lower-Britany faid, ** they did not 
chuſe to have their wine baptized.” The 
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prior ſaid, “ that wine, according to 
Solomon, cheriſhed the heart of man.” 
The biſhop added, that the patriarch 
Judah ought to have tied his aſs colt to 
the vine, and ſteeped his cloak in the 
blood of the grape; and that he was 
ſorry the ſame could not be done in 
Lower Britany, to which God had not 
allotted vines.” Every one endeavour- 
ed to fay a good thing upon the Huron's 
. chriſtening, and ſtrokes of gallantry to 
the god-mother. The bailiff, ever in- 
terrogating, aſked the Huron, © if he 
was faithful in keeping his promiſes ?” 
« How,” faid he,“ can I fail keeping 
them, ſince I have depoſited them in 
the hands of Miſs St. Yves ?”? | 

The Huron grew warm; he had 
drank plentifully his god-mother's health. 
4 If,“ ſaid he, “ J had been baptized 
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with your hand, I feel that the water 
which was poured upon the nape of my 
neck, would have burnt me.“ The 
bailiff thought this was too poetical, be- 
ing ignorant that allegory is a familiar 
figure in Canada. But his god - mother 
was very well pleaſed. 

The Huron had, at bis baptiſm, re- 
ceived the name of Hercules. The bi- 
ſhop of St. Malo frequently enquired, 
who was this tutelar ſaint, whom he 
had never heard mentioned before? The 
Jeſuit, who was very learned, told 
him, “ that he was a faint who had 
wrought twelve miracles.” There was 
a thirteenth. which was well worth the 
other twelve, but it was not proper for 
a Jeſuit to mention it: this was the 
transforming fifty girls into women in 
one night's time. A wag, who was 
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preſent, related this miracle very feel- 
ingly. The ladies all caſt down their 
eyes, and judged, from the phyſiogno- 
my of the Huron, that he was worthy 
of the faint whoſe name he bore. 
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CHAS VV. 
The Huron in love. 


T muſt be acknowleged, that from 

the time of this chriſtening and this 
dinner, Miſs St. Yves paſſionately wiſh: 
ed that the biſhop would make her a- 
gain an aſſiſtant with Mr. Hercules in 
ſome other fine ceremony. However, 
as ſhe was well brought up, and very 
modeſt, ſhe did not dare entirely agree 
with herſelf in regard to theſe tender 
ſentiments; but if a look, a word, a 
geſture, a thought, eſcaped from her, 
ſhe concealed it admirably well under 
the veil of modeſty. She was tender, 
lively, and fagacious. 

As ſoon as the biſhon was gane. the 
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Huron and Miſs St. Yves met together, 
without thinking they were in ſearch of 
one another. They ſpoke together, 
without premeditating what they faid. 
The ſincere youth immediately declar- 
ed, that he loved her with all his 
heart; and that the beauteous Abacaba, 
with whom he had been deſperately in 
love in his own country. was far inferi- 
or to her,” Miſs replyed, with her u- 
ſual modeſty, * that the prior her un- 
cle, and the lady her aunt, ſhould be 
ſpoken to immediately ; and that. on 
her fide, the would ſay a few words to 
her dear brother the abbe of St. Yves, 
\ and that ſhe flattered herſelf it would 

et with no oppoſition,” 

The youth replied, “ that the con- 
ſent of any one was entirely ſuperfluous, 
that it appeared to him extremely ridi- 
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culous to go and aſk others what they 
were to do; that when two parties were 
agreed, there was no occaſion for a third, 
to accompliſh their union. I never con- 
ſult any one, ſaid he, when I have a 
mind to breakfaſt, to hunt, or to ſleep: 
I am ſenſible, that in love it is not amiſs 
to have the conſent of the perſon whom 
we with for; but as I am neither in love 
with my uncle nor my aunt, I have no 
occaſion to addreſs myſelf to them in this 
affair; and if you will believe me, you 
may equally diſpenſe with the advice of 
the abbe of St. Yves.” 

It may be ſuppoſed that the young 
Jady exerted all the delicacy of her wit, 
to bring her Huron to the terms of good 
breeding. She was even angry, but 
ſoon ſoftened. In a word, it cannot be 
faid how this converſation would have 
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ended, if the declining day had not 
brought the abbe to conduct his ſiſter 
home. The Huron left his uncle and 
aunt to reſt, being ſomewhat fatigued 
with the ceremony, and their long din- 
ner. He paſſed part of the night in 
writing verſes in the Huron language, 
upon his well-beloved ; for it ſhould be 
known, there is no country where love 
has not rendered lovers poets. 

The next day his uncle ſpoke to him 
in the following manner, after breakfaſt, 
in the preſence of Miſs Kerkabon, who 
was quite melted at the diſcourle. 
« Heaven be praiſed, that you have the 
honour, my dear nephew, to be a chri- 
ſtian of Lower-Britany ! But this is 
not enough; I am ſomewhat advanced 
in years: my brother has left only a 
little bit of ground, which is a very 
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ſmall matter ; I have a good priory. If 
you will only make yourſelf ſub-deacon, 
as I hope you will, I will reſign my pri- 
ory in your favour; and you will live 
quite at your eaſe, after having been 
the conſolation of my old age.” 

The Huron replied, Uncle, much 
good may it do you; live as long as you 
can. I do not know what it is to be a 
ſub-deacon, or what it is to reſign ; but 
every thing will be agreeable to me, pro- 
vided J have Miſs St. Yves at my diſpo- 
ſal.“ „ Good God, nephew! what is 
it you ſay? You love that beautiful 
young lady to diſtraftion !? © Yes, 
uncle.“ Alas! nephew, it is im- 
poſhble you ſhould ever marry her.” 
It is very poſſible, uncle; for ſhe did 
not only ſqueeze my hand when ſhe 
left me, but ſhe promiſed ſhe would 
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aſk me in marriage: I certainly ſhall 
wed her.” It is impoſlible, I tell you, 
ſhe is your god-mother : it is a dreadful] 
fin for a god-mother to give her hand 
to her god. ſon; it is contrary to all laws, 
human and divine.” “ Why the deuce, 
uncle, ſhould it be forbidden to marry 
one's god-mother, when ſhe is young 
and handſome? I did not find, in the 
book you gave, that it was wrong/to 
marry young women who aſſiſted at 
chriſtenings. I perceive, every day, 
that an infinite number of things are 
done here which are not in your book, 
and nothing is done that is ſaid in it. 
I muſt acknowlege to you, that this a- 
ſtoniſhes and diſpleaſes me. If I am 
deprived of the charming Miſs St. Yves 
on account of my baptiſm, I give you 
notice, that I will run away with her 
and unbaptize myſelf.“ 
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The prior was confounded ; his ſiſter 
wept. My dear brother,” {aid ſhe, 
* our nephew muſt not damn himſelf; 
our holy father the pope can give him a 
diſpenſation, and then he may be happy, 
in a chriſtian-like manner, with the per- 
ſon he likes.” The ingenuous Hercu- 
les embraced his aunt: For goodneſs 
ſake,” ſaid he, who is this charming 
man, who is ſo gracious as to promote 
the amours of girls and boys ? I will go 
and ſpeak to him this inſtant.” 

The dignity and character of the Pope 
was explained to him, and the Huron 
was ſtill more aſtoniſned than before. 
My dear uncle,” faid he,“ there is 
not a word of all this, in your book; 
I have travelled, and am acquainted 
with the ſea; we are now upon the 
coaſt of the ocean, and I muſt leave 
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Miſs St. Yves to go and aſk leave to 


have her, of a man who lives towards 
the Mediterranean, 400 leagues from 
hence, and whoſe language I do not un- 
derſtand ! This is moſt incomprehenſi. 
bly ridiculous! But J will go firſt to the 
abbe of St. Yves, who lives only a 
league from hence; and I promiſe you, 
I will wed my miſtreſs before night,” 
Whilſt he was yet ſpeaking, the bai 
liff entered, and, according to his uſu- 
al cuſtom, aſked him, where he was go- 
ing? I am going to be married,” re 
plied the ingenuous Hercules, running 
along; and in leſs than a quarter of an 
hour he was with his charming dear 
miſtreſs, who was ſtill aſleep. © Ah! my 
dear brother,” ſaid Miſs Kerkabon to 
the prior, you will never make 2 
ſub-deacon of our nephew.” 
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The bailiff was very much diſpleaſed 

at this journey; for he laid claim to Miſs 
Yves in favour of his ſon, who was a ſtill 
greater and more inſupportable fool 
than his father, 


CH AZ VL 
The Huron flies to his miſtreſs, and be- 


comes quite furious. 


O ſooner had the ingenuous Her- 
cules reached the houſe, than 
having aſked his old ſervant, which was 
his miſtreſs's apartment; he forced open 
the door, which was badly faſtened, and 
flew towards the bed. Miſs St. Yves, 
ſtartled out of her ſleep, cried, © Ah! 
what is it you! Stop, what are you a- 
bout?“ He anſwered, © I am going to 
marry ;” and he would have actually 
conſummated the nuptials, if ſhe had 
not oppoſed him with all the decency 
of a young lady ſo well educated. 

'The Huron did not underſtand rail- 
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lery, he found all theſe evaſions ex- 
tremely impertinent. © Miſs Abacaba 
my firſt miſtreſs did not behave in this 
manner; you have no honeſty; you pro- 
miſed me marriage, and you will not 
marry ; this is being deficient in the firſt 
laws of honour; I will teach you to 
keep your word, and I will replace you 
in the path of virtue.” 

He poſſeſſed an intrepid maſculine 
virtue, worthy of his patron Hercules, 
whoſe name was given him at his chri- 
ſtening ; and he was going to practiſe it 
in all its latitude, when the alarming out- 
cries of the lady, more diſcreetly virtu- 
ous, brought the ſagacious abbe de St. 
Yves with his houſe-keeper, an old de- 
votee ſervant, and the pariſh-prieſt. 
The ſight of theſe moderated the cou- 
rage of the aſſailant. © Good God!” 
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cried the abbe, © my dear neighbour, 
what are you about?” “ My duty,” re- 
plied the young man; „I am fulfilling 
my promifes, which are ſacred.” 

Miſs St. Yves adjuſted herſelf, not 
without bluſhing. 'The lover was con- 
ducted into another apartment. The 
abbe remonſtrated to him the enormity 
of his conduct. The Huron defended 
himſelf upon the privileges of the law 
of nature, which he underſtood perfect. 
ly well. The abbe maintained, that 
the law poſitive ſhould be allowed all its 
advantages; and that without conven- 
tions agreed on beiween men, the law 
of nature would almoſt conſtantly be 
nothing more than natural felony. No- 
taries, prieſts, witneſſes contracts, and 
diſpenſations, are abſolutely neceſſary.” 
The ingenuous Hercules made anſwer 
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with the obſervation conſtantly adopted 
by ſavages; © You are then very great 
rogues, ſince fo many precautions are 
neceſſary.” 

This remark ſomewhat diſconcerted 
the abbe. © There are, I acknowlege, 
libertines and cheats among us, and 
there would be as many among the 
Hurons, it they were united in a great 
city; but, at the ſame time, we have 
diſcreet, honeſt, enlightened people ; 
and theſe are the men who have framed 
the laws. The more upright we are, 
the more readily we ſhould ſubmit to 
them, as we thereby ſet an example to 
the vicious, who reſpe& thoſe bounds 
which virtue has given herſelf.” 

This anſwer ſtruck the Huron. It 
has already been obſerved, that his mind 
was well diſpoſed. He was ſoftened by 
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flattering ſpeeches, which promiſed him 
hopes; all the world is caught in theſe 
inares: and Miſs St. Yves herſelf ap- 
peared, after having been at her toilet. 
Every thing was now conducted with 
the utmoſt good-breeding. But not- 
withſtanding this decorum, the ſparkling. 
eyesof the ingenuous Hercules conſtant- 
ly made his miſtreſs 'bluſb, and the 
company tremble. 

It was with much difficulty he was 
ſent back to his relations. It was again 
neceſſary for the charming Miſs St. Yves 
to interfere ; the more ſhe found the in- 
fluence ſhe had upon him, the more ſhe 
loved him. She made him depart, and 
was much afflicted at it: at length, when 
he was gone, the abbé, who was not 
only Miſs St. Yves's elder brother by 
many years, but was alſo her guardian, 
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endeavoured to wean his ward from the 
importunities of this dreadful lover. He 
went to conſult the bailiff, who had al- 
ways intended his ſon for theabbe's ſiſter, 
and adviſed him to place the poar girl 
ina convent. This was a terrible ſtroke: 
ſuch a meaſure would to a young lady 
unaffected with any particular paſſion, 
have been inexpreſlible puniſhment; but 
to a love-lick maid, equally ſagacious 
and tender, it was deſpair itſelf. 

When the ingenuous Hercules return- 
ed to the prior's, he related all that had 
happened with his uſual frankneſs. He 
met with the ſame remonſtrances, which 
had ſome effect upon his mind, though 
none upon his ſenſes; but the next day, 
when he wanted to return to his miſ- 
trels, in order to reaſon with her upon 


the law of nature and the law of con- 
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vention, the bailiff acquainted him, 
with inſulting joy, that ſhe was in a 
convent. © Very well,“ ſaid he, © Pl! 
go and reaſon with her in this convent.” 
That cannot be,“ ſaid the bailiff; and 
then entered into a long explanation of 
the nature of a convent, telling him, 
that this word was derived from conver- 
tus, in the Latin, which fgnifieg “ an af: 
Fembly;” and the Huren could not com- 
prehend, why he might not be admitted 
into this aſſembly. As ſoon as he was 
informed that this aſſembly was a kind 
of priſon, in which girls were ſhut up; 
a ſhocking inſtitution, unknown in Hu- 
ronia and England; he became as furi- 
ous as was his patron Hercules, when 
Euritus, king of Oechalia, no leſs cruel 
than the abbe of Sr. Yves, refuſed him 
the beauteous Iola, his daughter, not 
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inferior in beauty to the abbe's ſiſter. 
He was upon the point of going to ſet 
fire to the convent, to carry off his mĩſ- 
treſs, or be burnt with her. Miſs Ker- 
kabon, terrified at ſuch a declaration, 
gave up all hopes of ever ſeeing her ne- 
phew a ſub-deacon ; and weeping, ſaid, 
„The devil was certainly in him ſince 
he had been chriſtened.” 
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HA.  VIL 
The Huron repulſes the Engliſh. 


HE ingenuous Hercules walked 
towards the ſea-coaſt, wrapped 

in a deep and gloomy melancholy, with 
his double-charged fuſee upon his ſhoul- 
der, and his cutlaſs by his ſide, ſhooting 
now and then a bird, and often tempt- 
ed to ſhoot himſelf; but he had till 
ſome affection for life, for the ſake of 
his dear miſtreſs; by turns execrating 
his uncle and aunt, all Lower-Britany, 
and his chriſtening ; — then bleſſing 
them, as they had introduced him to 
the knowlege of her he loved. He re- 
ſolved upon going to burn the convent, 
and he ſtopt ſhort for fear of burning 
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his miſtreſs. The waves of the Channel 
are not more agitated by the eaſterly 
and weſterly winds, than was his heart 
by ſo many contrary emotions, 

He was walking very faſt along, with- 
out knowing whither he was going, 
when he heard the beat of a drum. He 
ſaw, at a great diſtance, a vaſt multi- 
tude, part of whom ran towards the 
coaſt, and the other part flew from it. 

A thouſand ſhrieks re- echoed on every 
ſide: curioſity and courage hurried him, 
that inſtant, towards the ſpot where the 
greateſt clamour aroſe, which he attain- 
ed in a few leaps. The commander of 
the militia, who had ſupped with him 
at the prior's, knew him immediately, 
and he ran to the Huron with open 
arms: © Ah! it is the ſincere Ameri- 
can: he will fight for us.” Upon which 
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the militia, who were almoſt dead with 
fear, recovered themſelves, crying out 
with one voice, © It is the Huron, the 
ingenuous Huron.” 

% Gentlemen,” ſaid he, © what is the 
matter? Why are you fo ſcared? Have 
they ſhut your miſtreſſes up in con- 
vents?” Inſtantly a thouſand confuſed 
voices cried out, Do you not ſee the 
Engliſh, who are landing?“ Very well,” 
replied the Huron, they are a brave 


people ; they never propoſed making 


me a ſub-deacon; they never carried off 
my miſtreſs.” 

The commander made him under- 
ſtand, that they were coming to pillage 
the Abbey of the Mountain, drink his 
uncle's wine, and perhaps carry off Miſs 
St. Yves; that the little yeſſel which ſer 
him on ſhore i in Btitany, was come only 
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to reconnoitre the coaſt; that they were 
committing acts of hoſtility, without 
having declared war againſt France; and 
that the province was entirely expoſed to 
them. If this be the caſe,” ſaid he, 
* they violate the law of nature: let me 
alone; I lived a good while among them; 
I am acquainted with their language, 
and I will ſpeak to them; I cannot 
think they can have ſo wicked a deſign.” 

During this converſation, the Engliſh 
fleet approached; the Huron ran to- 
wards it, and having jumped into a little 
boat, ſoon rowed to the Admirals ſhip, 
and having gone on board, aſked, © Whe- | 
ther it was true, that they were come to 
ravage the coaſt, without having ho- 
neſtly declared war!” The Admiral 
and all his crew burſt out into laughter, 
made him drink ſome punch, and ſent 


him back. 
1 
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The ingenuous Hercules, piqued at 
this reception, thought now of nothing 
elſe but beating his old friends for his 
countrymen and the prior. The gentle. 
men of the neighbourhood ran from all 
quarters, and joined them: they had 
ſome cannon, and he diſcharged them 
one after the other. The Engliſh land. 


ed, and he flew towards them, when he 


killed three of them with his.own hand: 
he even wounded the Admiral, who 
had made a joke of him. 'The whole 
militia were animated with his prowels; 
the Engliſh returned to their ſhips, and 
went on board; and the whole coaſt re- 
echoed with the ſhouts of victory, Live 
the king! live the ingenuous Hercules!” 
Every one ran to embrace him; every 
one {trove to ſtop the bleeding of ſome 
{light wounds he had received. Ah! 
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aid he, “ if Miſs St. Yves were here, 
ſhe would put on a plaſter for me.” 
The bailiff, who had hid himſelf in 


bis cellar during the battle, came to pay 
his compliments like the reſt, But he 
was greatly ſurprized, when he heard 
the ingenuous Hercules ſay to a dozen 
young men well diſpoſed for his ſervice, 


E who ſurrounded him,“ My friends, 


having delivered the Abbey of the 


Mountain is nothing, we muſt reſcue a 
| nymph.” 


1 


troop, the thing would have been done. 


The warm blood of theſe youth were 


| | fired at the expreſſion. He was al- 
ready followed by crowds, who repair- 
ed to the convent. If the bailiff had 


not immediately acquainted the com- 


mandant with their deſign. and he had 
not ſent a detachment after the joyous 
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The Huron was conducted back to bis 
uncle and aunt, who overwhelmed him 
with tears and tenderneſs. | 

« I ſee very well,” ſaid his uncle, 
* that you will never be either a ſub- 
deacon or a prior; you will be an off: 
cer, and one ſtill braver than my bro- 
ther the captain, and probably as poor. 
Miſs Kerkabon could not ſtop an incel- 
ſant flood of tears, whilſt ſhe embraced 
him, ſaying, * he will be killed too 
like my brother; it were much better 
he were a ſub-deacon.” 

The Huron had, during the have 
picked up a Jarge purſe full of guineas, 
which probably the Admiral loſt. He 
did not doubt but that this purſe would 
buy all Lower-Britany, and, above all, 
make Miſs St. Yves a great lady. Eve 
ry one perſuaded him to repair to Ver. 
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failles, to receive the recompence due 
to his ſervices. The commandant, and 
the principal officers, furniſhed him with 
certificates in abundance. 'The uncle 
and aunt alſo approved of this journey. 
He was to be -preſented to the king 
without any difficulty. This alone would 
give him great weight in the province. 
Theſe two good folks added to the En- 
gliſh purſe a conſiderable preſent out of 
their ſavings. The Huron ſaid to him- 
ſeWf, „When I ſee the king, I will aſk 
Miſs St. Yves of him in marriage, and 
certainly he will not refuſe me.” He 
ſet out accordingly, amidſt the accla- 
mations of the whole diſtrit, ſtifled 
with embraces, bathed in tears by his 
aunt, bleſſed by his uncle, and recom- 
mending himſelf to the TE. Miſs 
St. Yves. : 
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CHAP, FUL 


The Huron goes to court. Sups upon 
the road with ſome Huguenots. 


HE ingennous Hercules took the 
Saumur road in the coach, be- 
cauſe there was at that time no other 
convenience. When he came to Sau · 
mur, he was aſtoniſhed to find the city 
almoſt deſerted, and ſee ſeveral families 
going away. He was told, that half a 
dozen years before Saumur contained 
upwards of 50,000 inhabitants, and 
that at preſent there were not 6000, 
He mentioned this at the inn, whilſt at 
ſupper. Several proteſtants were at 
table; ſome complained bitterly, others 
trembled with rage, others weeping 
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faid, Nos dulcia lingui nus arva, nos pa- 
tria fugimus. The Huron, who did not 
underſtand Latin, had theſe words ex- 
plained to him, which ſignified, «© We 
abandon our ſweet fields; we fly from 
our country.” 

« And why do you fly from your 
country, gentlemen ?” „ Becauſe we 
muſt otherwiſe acknowlege the pope.” 
„ And why not acknowlege him? You 
have no god-mothers, then, that you 
want to marry; for I am told, it is he 
that grants this permiſſion.” Ah! Sir, 
this pope ſays, that he is maſter of the 
domains of kings.” But, gentlemen, 
what religion are you of?” Why, Sir, 
we are for the moſt part-drapers and ma- 
nufaQurers.” If the pope,” ſays he, 
is the maſter of your cloaths and ma- 
nufactures, you do very well not to ac- 
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knowlege him; but as to kings, it 1s 
their buſineſs, and why do you trouble 
yourſelf with it?” Here a little black 
man took up the argument, and very 
learnedly ſet forth the grievances of the 
company. He talked of the revocation 
of the edi of Nantes with ſo much 
energy; he deplored in ſo pathetic a 
manner the fate of 50,000 fugitive fa- 
milies, and of 50, ooo others converted 
by dragoons; that the ingenuous Hercu- 
les could not refrain from ſhedding tears, 
«© Whence ariſes,” ſaid he, „that fo 
great a king, whoſe renown expands it- 
ſelf even to the Hurons, ſhould thus 
deprive himſelf of ſo many hearts that 
would have loved him, and ſo many 
arms that would have ſerved him ?” 

« Becauſe he has been impoſed upon, 
like other great kings,” replied the little 
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orator. © He has been made to believe, 
that as ſoon as he utters a word, all 
people think as he does; and that he 
can make us change our religion, juſt as 
his muſician Lulli, in a moment, changes 
the decorations of his opera. He has 
not only already loſt five or ſix hundred 
thouſand very uſeful ſubjects, but he has 
turned many of them into enemies; and 
king William, who is at this time maſter 
of England, has compoſed ſeveral regi- 
ments of theſe identical Frenchmen, 
who would otherwiſe have fought for 
their monarch, 
„Such a diſaſter is the more aſtoniſh- 
ing, as the preſent pope, to whom 
Lewis XIV. ſacrifices a part of his 
people, is his declared enemy. A vio- 
lent quarrel has ſubſiſted between them 


for near nine years; it has been car- 
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ried ſo far, that France was in hopes 
of, at length, caſting off the yoke, by 
. which it has been kept in ſubjection for 
ſo many ages to this foreigner, and, 
more particularly, of not giving him a- 
ny more money, which is the primum mo- 
bile of the affairs of this world. It there- 
fore appears evident, that this great king 
has been impoſed on, as well with re- 
ſpe& to his intereſt, as the extent of 
his power, and that even the magnani- 
mity of his heart has been ſtruck at.” 
The Huron, melted more and more, 
aſked, ** Who were the Frenchmen who 
thus deceived a monarch ſo dear to the 
Hurons ?” © They are the Jeſuits,” he 
was anſwered ; © and particularly father 
La Chaiſe, the king's confeſſor. It is 
to be hoped that God will one day puniſh 
them for it, and that they will be driven 
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out, as they now drive us. Can any 
misfortune equal ours? Monſ. de Lou- 
vois beſets us on all ſides with Jeſuits 
and dragoons.“ 

“Well, gentlemen,” replied the Hu- 
ron, who could contain no longer,“ I 
am going to Verſailles to receive the re- 
compence due to my ſervices; I will 
ſpeak to Monſ. de Louvois; I am told it 
is he who makes war from his cloſer. 
I ſhall ſee the king, and I will acquaint 
him with the truth; it is impoſſible not 
to yield to this truth, when it is felt. I 
ſhall return very ſoon to marry Miſs St. 
Yves, and I beg you will be preſent at 
our nuptials.” Theſe good people now 
took him for ſome great lord, who tra- 
velled incognito in the coach. Some 
took him for the king's fool. 

There was at table a diſguiſed Jeſuit, 
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who acted as a ſpy to the reverend Fa. 
ther de la Chaiſe. He gave him an ac. 
count of every thing that paſſed, and 
Father de la Chaiſe reported it to M. 
de Louvois. 'The ſpy wrote, The Hu- 
ron and the letter arrived almoſt at the 
fame time at Verſailles. 
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CHATS IA 
The arrival of the Huron at Verſailles. 


His reception at court, 


HE ingenuous Hercules was ſet 
down from a pot de chambre , in 
the court of the kitchens. He aſks the 
chairmen, what hour the king can be 
ſeen? The chairmen laugh in his face, 
juſt as the Engliſh Admiral had done; 
and he treated them in the ſame man- 
ner, he beat them: they were for re- 
taliation, and the ſcene had like to have 
proved bloody, if a life guardman, who 
was a gentleman of Britany, had not 


paſſed by, and who diſperſed the mob, 


A vehicle that goes from Paris to Ver- 


wg which reſembles a little covered tum- 
rel, 
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« Sir,” ſaid the traveller to him, © you 
appear to me to be a brave man. I 
am nephew to the prior of our Lady of 
the Mountain. I have killed Engliſh- 
men, and I am come to ſpeak to the 
king; I beg you will conduct me to his 
chamber.” The ſoldier, raviſhed to find 
a man of courage from his province, who 
did not ſeem acquainted with the cuſ- 
toms of the court, told him, that this 
was not the manner of ſpeaking to the 
king, and that it was neceſſary to be pre- 
ſented by M. de Louvois. Very well, 
then, conduct me to M. de Louvois, who 
will doubtleſs conduct me to the king,” 
« Tt is more difficult,” reſumed the ſol- 
dier, © to ſpeak to M. de Louvois, than 
to the king. But I will conduct you to 
Mr. Alexander's, firſt commiſſioner at 
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war, and this will be juſt the fame as if 
you ſpoke to the miniſter,” They ac- 
cordingly repair to Mr. Alexander's, who 
is firſt elerk; but they cannot be intro- 
duced, he being cloſely engaged in buſi- 
neſs with a lady of the court, and no 
perſon is allowed admittance. © Well,” 
ſaid the life-guardman, there is no 
harm done, let us go to Mr. Alexander's 
firſt clerk ; this will be juſt the ſame as 
if you ſpoke to Mr. Alexander him- 
ſelf,” 

The Huron, quite aſtoniſhed, follow- 
ed him; they remain together half an 
hour in a little anti- chamber. What 
is all this?” ſaid the ingenuous Hercules: 
*« is all the world inviſible in this coun- 
try? It is much eaſier to fight in Lower- 
Britany againſt Engliſhmen, than to 
meet with people at Verſailles, with 
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whom one hath buſineſs.“ He amuſed 
himſelf for ſome time with relating his 
amours to his countryman; but the 
clock ſtriking, recalled the ſoldier to his 
poſt, when a mutual promiſe was given 
of meeting on the morrow. The Hu- 
ron remained another half hour in the 
anti- chamber, ruminating upon Miſs St. 
Yves, and the difficulty of ſpeaking to 
kings and firſt clerks. 

At length the patron appeared.“ Sir, 
faid the ingenuous Hercules, “ if I had 
waited to repulſe the Engliſh as long 
as you have made me wait for my audi- 
ence, they would certainly have ravaged 
all Lower-Britany without oppoſition.” 
Theſe words ſtruck the clerk. He at 
length ſaid to the inhabitant of Britany, 
« What is your requeſt?” A recom- 
pence,” ſaid the other; © theſe are my 
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titles; ſnewing his certificates. The 
clerk read, and told him, © that pro- 
bably he might obtain leave to purchaſe 
a lieutenancy. “ Me! what, muſt L 
pay money for having repulſed the En- 
liſh ? Muſt I pay a tax to be killed for 
you, whilſt you are peaceably giving 
your audiences here? You are certainly 
jeſting. I require a company of cavalry 
for nothing. I require that the king 
ſhall ſer Miſs St. Yves at liberty from 
the convent, and that he give her me in 
marriage. I want to ſpeak to the king 
in fayour of 50,000 families, whom I 
propoſe reſtoring to him. In a word, 
I want to be uſeful; let me be employed 
and advanced.” 

« What is your name, Sir, who talk 
in ſuch a high ſtile ?” „Oh! oh!” an- 
ſwered the Huron; you have not then 

L 
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read my certificates? This is the 
way they are treated! My name is Her. 
eules de Kerkahon, T am chriſtened, and 
J lodge at the Blue Dial.” The clerk 
concluded, like the people at Saumur, 
that his head was turned, and did not 
pay him any farther attention. 

The fame day, the Reverend Father 
de la Chaiſe, confeſſor to Lewis XIV. 
received his ſpy's letter, which accuſed 
the Breton Kerkabon of favouring in his 
heart the Huguenots, and condemning 
the conduct of the Jeſuits. M. de Lou. 
vois had, "on his ſi de, received a.letter 
from the inquiſitive * bailiff, which de- 

pied the Huron as a wicked lewd fel. 
1 inelined to burn gonvents, ind! car- 
ry of the nuns. 

Hercules, after having walked] in the 
cardens of- Verſailles, which had be- 
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come irkſome to him; after having ſup- 
ped like a native of Hur6nia and Lower- 
Britany ; was gone to reſt, in the pleaſing 
hope of ſeeing the king next day; ob- 
taining Miſs St. Yves in marriage; hav- 
ing, at leaſt, a company of cavalry ; and 
of ſetting aſide the perſecution againſt 
the Huguenots. He was rocking him- 
ſelf aſleep with theſe flattering ideas, 
when the Marechaufſee entered his 
chamber, and ſeized upon his double- 
| charged fuſee and his great ſabre. 
They took an inventory of his ready 
money, and then conducted him to the 
caſtle erected by king Charles V. ſon to 
John II. near the ſtreet of St. Antoine, 
at the gate des Tournelles. 

/ What was the Huron's aſtoniſhment 
in his way thither, the reader is left ro 


imagine. He at firſt fancied it was all 
| L 2 
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a dream; and remained for ſome time 
in a ſtate of ſtupefaction: preſently tran- 
ſported with rage, that gave him more 
than common ſtrength, he collared two 
of his conductors who were with him in 
the coach, flung them out of the door, 
caſt himſelf after them, and then drag: 


ged the third, who wanted to hold him, 


He fell in the attempt, when they tied 
him, and replaced him in the carriage. 
« This then,” ſaid he, © is what one 
gets by driving the Engliſh out of Lower: 
Britany What wouldſt thou ſay, charm: 
ing Miſs St. Yves, if thou didſt 5 me 
in this ſituation !” 

They at length arrived at the FRA of 
their deſtination. He was carried with- 
out any noiſe into the chamber in 
which he was to be locked up, like a 
dead corple going to the graye, This 


r arte et. 
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room was already occupied by an old ſo- 
litary ſtudent of Port Royal, named 
Gordon, who had been Janguiſhing here 
for two years. See,” ſaid the chief 
of the Marechauſlce, here is compa- 
ny J bring you;” and immediately the 
enormous bolts of this ſtrong door, ſe- 
cured with large iron bars, were faſten- 
ed upon them. 'Theſe two captives 
were thus ſeparated fromall the univerſe 


beſides. 


M 
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The Huron is ſbut up in the Baſtile with 
a Fanſeniſl. 


R. Gordon was a healthy old man, 

of a ſerene diſpoſition, who was 
acquainted with two great things; the 
one was, to bear adverſity ; the other, to 
conſole the afflicted. He approached 
his companion with an open ſympathiz- 
ing air, and ſaid to him, whilſt he em- 
braced him, Whoever thou art that is 
come to partake of my grave, be aſſur- 
ed, that I ſhall conſtantly forget myſelf 
to ſoften your torments in the infernal 
abyſs where we are plunged. Let us 
adore Providence that has conducted 
us here. Let us ſuffer in peace, and 
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truſt in hope.” 'Theſe words had the 
ſame effect upon the youth, as Engliſh 
drops, which recal a dying perſon to life, 
and ſhew to his aſtoniſhed eyes a glimpſe 
of light. 

After the firſt compliments were over, 
Gordon, without urging him to relate 
the cauſe of his misfortune, inſpired 
him by the ſweetneſs of his diſcourſe, 
and by that intereſt which two unfortu- 
nate perſons ſhare with each other, with 
a deſire of opening his heart, and of 
disburdening himſelf of the weight 
which oppreſſed him; but he could not 
gueſs the cauſe of his misfortune, and 
the good man Gordon was as much aſto- 
niſhed as himſelf. | 

« God muſt doubtleſs,” faid the Jan- 
ſeniſt to the Huron, © have great de- 
ſigns upon you, ſince he conducted you 


from Lake Ontario into England, from 
thence to, France; cauſed you to be 
baptized in Lower-Britany, and has now 
lodged you here for your ſalvation.” 
« T faith,” replied Hercules, believe 
the devil alone has interfered in my de- 
ſtiny. My countrymen in America 
would never have treated me with the 
barbarity that I have experienced; they 
have not the leaſt idea of it. They are 
called ſavages ;—they are good people, 
but ruſtic; and the men of this coun- 
try are refined villains. I am, indeed,” 
ſaid he, © greatly ſurpriſed to have 
come from another world, to be ſhut 
up in this, under four bolts, with a 
prieſt; but I conſider what an infinite 
number of men ſet out from one hemi- 
ſphere to go and get killed in the other, 
or are Caſt away in the voyage, and are 
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eaten by the fiſhes. I cannot diſcover 
the gracious deſigns of Godoverall theſe 
people.” 

Their dinner was brought them 
through a wicket. The converſation 
turned upon Providence, letters de cach- 
et, and upon the art of not ſinking under 
diſgrace, to which all men in this world 
were expoſed. © It is two years ſince I 
have been here,” ſaid the old man, 
„without any other conſolation than 
myſelf and books; and yet I have never 
been a ſingle moment out of temper.” 

« Ah! Mr. Gordon,” cried Hercules, 
“you are not then in love with your 
god-mother: if you were as well ac- 
quainted with Miſs St. Yves as I am, 
you would be in a ſtate of deſperation,” 
At theſe words he could not refrain from 


tears, which greatly relieved him from 
M 


80 UP INGEN U, 


his oppreſſion. © How is it, then, that 
rears ſolace us? Tt ſeems to me that they 
ſhould have a quite oppoſite effect.“ « My 
ſon,” ſaid the good old man, “every 
thing is phyſical about us; all ſecretions 
are uſeful to the body, and all that com- 
forts it, comforts the ſoul : we are the 
machines of Providence.” 

The ingenuous Huron, who, as we have 
already obſerved more than once, had 
| a great ſhare of underſtanding, entered 
deeply into the conſideration of this idea, 
the ſeeds whereof appeared to be in him- 
ſelf, After which he aſked his compa- 
nion, *'Why his machine had for two 
years been confined by four bolts? © By 
effectual grace,” anſwered Gordon: I 
paſs for a Janſeniſt, I know Arnaud and 
Nicole, the Jeſuits, have perſecuted us. 
We believe that the pope is nothing more 
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than a biſhop like another, and there- 
fore father la Chaiſe has obtained from 
the king his penitent, an order for rob- 
bing me, without any form of juſtice, of 
the moſt precious inheritance of man, 
liberty,” This is very ſtrange,” ſaid 
the Huron; “all the unhappy people 
I have met with, have been made ſa 
ſolely by the pope.” 

With reſpect to your effectual grace, 
I acknowlege, I do not underſtand 
what you mean; but I conſider it as a 
very great favour, that God has let me 
in my misfortunes meet with a man, 
who pours into my heart ſuch conſola- 
tion as I thought myſelf incapable of 
receiving.” 

The converſation became each day 
more intereſting and inſtructive. The 


fouls of the two captives ſeemed to unite 
M 2 
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in one body. The old man knew a 
great deal, and the young man was wil- 
ling to acquire much inſtruction. At 
the end of the firſt month, he eagerly 
applied himſelf to the ſtudy of geometry. 
Gordon made him read Rohault's Phy- 
ſics, which book was ſtill in faſhion; 
and he had good ſenſe enough to find in 
it nothing but doubts and uncertainties. 
He afterwards read the firſt volume of 
the Enquiry after Truth. This inſtruc 
tive work gave him new light. What!” 
faid he, does our imagination and our 
ſenſes deceives us to that degree? What, 
are not our ideas formed by objects, and 
can we not acquire them by ourſelves ?” 
When he had gone through the ſecond 
volume, he was not ſo well ſatisfied; and 
he concluded it was much eaſier to de- 
ſtroy than to build. 


« 
— 
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His collegue, aſtoniſhed that a young 
ignoramus ſhould make ſuch a remark, 
conceived a very high opinion of his un- 
derſtanding, and was more ſtrongly at- 
tached to him. 

« Your Malebranche,” ſaid he to 
Gordon one day, © ſeems to have written 
half his book whilſt he was in poſſeſſion 
of his reaſon, and the other half with 
the aſſiſtance only of imagination and 
prejudice.” 

Some days after, Gordon aſked him, 
What he thought of the ſoul, and the 
manner in which we receive our ideas? 
of volition, grace, and free agency?” 
« Nothing, replied the Huron.“ If 
I think ſometimes, it is that we are 
under the power of the Eternal Being, 
like the ſtars and the elements; that he 
operates every thing in us; that we are 


1 
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ſmall wheels of the immenſe machine, 
of which he is the ſoul; that he acts 
according to general laws, and not from 
particular views: this is all that appears 
to me intelligible; all the reſt is to me 
a dark abyſs.” 

« But this, my ſon, would be mak- 
ing God the author of ſin!” “ But, fa- 
ther, your effectual grace would equally 
make him the author of ſin; for certain: 
ly all thoſe to whom this grace were 
refuſed, would ſin; and is not he who 
gives us up to evil, the author of evil?” 
This ſincerity greatly embarraſſed the 
good man; he found that all his endea- 
vours to extricate himſelf from this 
quagmire were ineffectual; and he heap- 
ed ſuch quantities of words upon one 
another, which ſeemed to have mean- 
ing, but which in fact had none, (in 
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the ſtile of phyſical pre-motion) that the 
Huron could not help pitying him. This 
queſtion evidently determined the origin 
of good and evil; and poor Gordon'was 
reduced to the neceſlity of recurring to 
| Pandora's box, Oroſmade's egg pierced 
by Arimane, the enmity between 'Ty- 
phon and Oſiris, and, at laſt, original 
ſin; and theſe he huddled together in 
profound darkneſs, without their throw- 
ing the leaſt glimmering light upon one 
another. However, this romance of the 
ſoul diverted their thoughts from the 
contemplation of their own miſery ; and 
by a ſtrange magic, the multitude of ca- 
lamities diſperſed throughout the world 
diminiſhed the ſenſation of their own 
miſeries: they did not dare complain, 
when all mankind was in a ſtate of ſut- 
ferance. 
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But in the repoſe of night, the image 
of the charming Miſs St. Yves effaced 
from the mind of her lover, every me- 
taphyſical and moral idea, He awoke 
with his eyes bathed in tears; and the 
old Janſeniſt forgot his effectual grace, 
and the abbe of St. Ciran, and Janſe- 
nius himſelf, to allow conſolation to a 
youth whom he judged guilty of a mor- 
tal ſin. 

After theſe lectures and their reaſon- 
ings were over, their adventures furniſh- 
ed them with ſubjects of converſation ; 
after this ſtore was exhauſted, they 
read together, or ſeparately. The Hu- 
ron's underſtanding daily encreaſed; and 
he would certainly have made great pro- 
greſs in the mathematics, if the thoughts 
of Miſs St. Yves had not frequently 
diſtracted him. 
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He read hiſtories, which made him 
melancholy. The world appeared to 
him too wicked and too miſerable. In 
fact, hiſtory is nothing more than a'pic- 
ture of crimes and misfortunes. The 
crowd of innocent and peaceable men 
/ are always inviſible upon this vaſt theatre. 
The dramatis perſonæ are compoſed of 
ambitious, perverſe men. The pleaſure 
which hiſtory affords, is derived from 
the ſame ſource as tragedy, which would 
languiſh and become inſipid, were it not 
inſpired with ſtrong paſſions, great 
crimes, and piteous misfortunes. Clio 
muſt be armed with a poniard as well 
as Melpomene. 

Though the hiſtory of France is not 
leſs filled with horror than thoſe of o- 
ther nations, it nevertheleſs appeared 
to him ſo diſguſting in the beginning, 
N 
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ſo dry in the continuation, and fo trif- 
ling in the end, even in the tine of 
Henry IV ; ever deſtitute of grand mo- 
numents, or foreign to thoſe fine dil- 
coveries which have illuſtrated other 
nations; that he was obliged to reſolve 
upon not being tired, to go through all 
the particulars of obſcure calamities con- 
fined to a little corner of the world. 

| Gordon thought like him. They both 
laughed with pity,” when they read of 
the ſovereigns of Fezenſacs, Feſanſaguet, 
and Aſtrac: fuch a ſtudy could be reliſh- 
ed only by their heirs, if they had any. 
The brilliant ages of the Roman Re. 
public made him ſometimes quite indit- 
ferent as to any other part of the globe. 
The ſpectacle of victorious Rome, the 
law-giver of nations, engroſſed his 
whole ſoul. He glowed in contemplat 
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ing a people who were governed for 
ſeven hundred years by the enthuſiaſm 
| of liberty and glory. 

Thus rolled days, weeks, and months; 
and he would have thought himſelf hap- 
{| py in the ſanctuary of deſpair, if he had 
not loved. 
| The natural goodneſs of his heart was 

ſoftened ſtill more when he reflected 
upon the prior of our lady of the Moun- 
* tain, and the ſenſible Kerkabon: « What 
muſt they think,” he would often re- 
peat, ** when they can get no tidings of 
| me? They muſt think me an ungrate- 
ful wretch.” This idea rendered him 
inconſolable ;—he pitied thoſe who lov- 


ed him much more than he pitied him- 
ſelf. 


N 2 
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CHAP. XI, 
How the Huron diſcloſes his genius. 


EADING aggrandizes the ſoul 

and an enlightened friend afford; 
conſolation, Our captive had theſe two 
advantages in his favour, which he had 
never expected. I ſhall begin to be 
lieve in the Meramorphoſes, for J have 
been transformed from a brute into 
man.” He formed a choſen library 
with part of the money which he was 
allowed to diſpoſe of. His friend en- 


couraged him to commit to writing ſuch 


obſervations as occurred to him. 


'Theſe are his notes upon ancient hi 
ſtory. 


8 I imagine that nations were for 2 
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long time like myſelf; that they did not 
become enlightened till very late; that 
for many ages they were occupied with 
nothing but the preſent moment which 
elapſed ; that they thought very little 
of what was paſſed, and never of the fu- 
ture. I have traverſed five or ſix hun- 
dred leagues in Canada, and I did net 
meet with a ſingle monument: no one 
is any way acquainted with the actions 
of his predeceſſors. Is not this the na- 
tural ſtate of man? The human ſpe- 
cies of this continent appear to me ſu- 
perior to that of the other. They have 
extended their being for many ages by 
arts and knowlege. Is this becauſe 
they have beards upon their chins, and 
God has refuſed this ornament to the 
Americans? I do not believe it; for I 


find the Chineſe have very little beard, 
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and that they have cultivated arts for 
upwards of 5000 years. In effect, if 
their annals go back upwards of 4000 
years, the nation muſt neceſſarily have 
been united, and in a flouriſhing ſtate, 
more than 500 centuries. 
«« One thing particularly ſtrikes me in 
this ancient hiſtory of China, which is 
that almoſt every thing is probable and 
natural. I admire it becauſe it is not 
tinctured with any thing of the marvel- 
lous. | 
« Why have all other nations adopted 
fabulous origins? The ancient chroni- 
clers of the hiſtory of France, who, by 
the bye, are not very ancient, make the 
French deſcend from one Francus, the 
ſon of Hector. The Romans ſaid, they 
were the iſſue of a Phrygian, though 
there was not in their whole language 
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a ſingle word that had the leaſt connec- 
tion with the language of Phrygia. The 
gods had inhabited Egypt for 10,000 
years, and the devils Scythia, where 
they had engendered the Huns, I meet 
with nothing before Thucydides but ro- 
mances ſunilar to the Amadis's, and far 
leſs amuſing. Apparitions, oracles, pro- 
digies, ſorcery, metamorphoſes, are in- 
terſperſed throughout, with the explana- 
tion of dreams, which are the baſes of 
the deſtiny of the greateſt empires and 
the ſmalleſt ſtates: here are ſpeaking 
beaſts, there brutes that are adored, 
gods transformed into men, and men in- 
to gods. If we muſt have fables, let us, 
at leaſt, have ſuch as appear the emblem 
of truth. I admire the fables of philo- 
ſophers, but I laugh at thoſe of children, 
and J hate thoſe of impoſtors.” “ 


He one day hit upon a hiſtory of the 


emperor Juſtinian. It was there related, 
that ſome Appedeutes of Conſtantinople 
had delivered in very bad Greek, an 
edi& againſt the greateſt Captain of the 
age, becauſe this Hero had uttered the 
following words in the warmth of con- 
verſation: Truth ſhines forth with its 
proper light, and people's minds are not 
illumined with flaming piles, The A. 
pedeutes declared, That this propo- 
poſition was heretical, bordering upon 
hereſy; and that the contrary action was 
catholic, univerſal, and Grecian : The 
minds of the people are not enlightened 
but with flaming piles, and truth cannot 
ſhine forth with its own light.” Theſe 
Linoſtolians thus condemned ſeveral diſ 
courſes of the Captain, and publiſhed 
an edict. 
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What!“ ſaid the Huron with much 
emotion, © ſhall ſuch people publiſh 
edicts? They are not edits,” re- 
plied Gordon; “ they are contradictions, 
which all the world laughed at in Con- 
ſtantinople, and the emperor the firſt. 
He was a wiſe prince, who knew how 
to reduce the Linoſtolian Apedeutes to a 
ſtate incapable of doing any thing but 
good. He knew that theſe gentlemen, 
and ſeveral other Paſtophores, had tired 
the patience of the emperors, his prede- 
ceſſors, with contradictions in more ſe- 
rious matters.“ He did very right,” 
laid the Huron; “ the Paſtophores 
ſhould be ſupported and conſtrained.” 

He committed ſeveral other obſerva- 

tions ro paper, which aſtoniſhed old 
Gordon. What!” ſaid he to himſelf, 
have I conſumed fifty years in inſtruc- 
O 
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tion, and I fear I have not attained to 
the degree of natural good ſenſe of this 
child, who is almoſt a ſavage ! I tremble 
to think I have fo arduouſly ſtrengthen- 
ed prejudices, and he liſtens to ſimple 
nature only.” 

'The good man had ſome little books 
of criticilm, ſome of thoſe periodical 
pamphlets, wherein men, incapable of 
producing any thing themſelves, blacken 
the produQtions of others; where a Vile 
inſults a Racine, and a Faidit a Fenelon. 
The Huron ran over ſome of them. I 
compare them to certain gnats, that 
lodge their eggs in the poſteriors of the 
fineſt horſes, which do not, however, 
prevent their running.” The two philo- 
ſophers ſcarce deigned to caſt their eyes 
upon theſe excrements of literature. 

They ſoon after went through the 
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elements of aſtronomy. 'The Huron ſent 
for ſome globes : he was raviſhed at this 
great ſpectacle. How hard it is,” faid 
he, „that I ſhould only begin to be ac- 
quainted with heaven, when the power 
of contemplating it is raviſhed from me! 
Jupiter and Saturn revolve in theſe-im-. 
menſe ſpaces; — millions of ſuns illumine 
myriads of worlds; and in this corner 
of the earth whither I am caſt, there 
are beings that deprive me of ſeeing and 
thinking of thoſe worlds whither my 
eye might reach, and even that in which 
God created me! The light created for 
the whole univerſe is loſt to me. It 
was not hidden from me in the northern 
horizon, where I paſſed my infancy. and 
youth. Without you, my dear Gordon, 
I ſhould be annihilated.” 


O 2 
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CHAP, III. 


The Haron's ſentiments upon theatrical 
pieces. 


HE young Huron reſembled one 
of thoſe vigorous trees, which, 
planted in an ungrateful ſoil, extends in 
a little time its root and branches, when 
tranſplanted to a more favourable ſpot; 
and it was very extraordinary that this 
favourable ſpot ſhould be a priſan. 
Among the books which employed 
the leiſure of the two captives, were 
ſome poems, and the tranſlations of 
Greek tragedies, and ſome dramatic 
pieces in French. Thoſe paſſages that 
dwelt on love, communicated at once 
pleaſure and pain to the ſoul of the 
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Huron. They were but ſo many ima- 
ges of his dear Miſs St. Yves. The fa- 
ble of the two pigeons rent his heart; 
but he was far eſtranged from his ten- 
der dove. | 

Moliere enchanted him. He taught 
him the manners of Paris and of human 


nature. © 'To which of his comedies do 


you give the preference ?” © Doubtleſs 
to his Tartuffe.“ « I am of your opinion,” 
ſaid Gordon; “ it was a Tartuffe that 
flung me into this dungeon, and per- 
haps they were Tartuffes who have been 
the cauſe of your misfortunes.“ 

* What do you think of theſe Greek 
tragedies ?” © They are very good for 
Grecians.“ But when he read the mo- 
dern Iphigenia, Phædrus, Andromache, 
and Athalia, he was in extaſy, he ſigh- 
ed, he wept, — and he learned them by 
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heart without having any ſuch inten- 

% Read Rodogune,” ſaid Gordon, 
10 that is ſaid to he a capital production; 
the other pieces which have given you 
ſo much pleaſure, are trifles compared 

to this.” The young man had ſcarce 
got through the firſt page, before he 
ſaid, © Phis is not wrote by the ſame 
author.” ©. How do you know it?” « ] 
know nothing yet; but theſe. lines nei- 
ther touch my ear nor my heart.” Oh! 
faid Gordon, the verſification does not 
ſignify.” The Huron aſked, What 
mult I judge by, then?“ 

After having read the piece very at. 
tentively, without any other deſign than 
being pleaſed, he looked ſtedfaſtly at 
his friend with much aſtoniſhment, not 
knowing what to ſay. At length, being 
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urged to give his opinion, with reſpect 
to what he felt, this was the anſwer he 
made: © I underſtood very little of the 
beginning; the middle diſguſted me; 
but the laſt ſcene greatly moved me, 
though there appears to me but little 
probability in it. J have no prejudices 
for, or againſt any one, but I do not 
remember twenty lines, I who recol- 
le& them. all when they pleaſe me.“ 

This piece, nevertheleſs, paſſes for 
the beſt upon our ſtage.” If that be 
the caſe,” ſaid he, © it is perhaps like 
many people, who are not worthy of 
the places they hold. After all, this is a 
matter of taſte, and mine cannot yet be 
formed. I may be miſtaken; but you 
know I am accuſtomed to ſay what I 
think, or rather what I feel. I ſuſpect 
that illuſion, faſhion, caprice, often 
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wrap the judgments of men.“ Here he 

repeated ſome lines from Iphigenia, 
which he was full of; and though he 
declaimed but indifferently, he uttered 
them with ſuch truth and ſenſation, that 
he made the old Janſeniſt weep. He 
then read Cinna, which did not cxcite 
his tears but his admiration. 
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C HAP. XIII. 


The beautiful Miſs St. Yves goes to 
Perſailles. 


HILST the unfortunate Her- 


cules was more enlightened 
than conſoled ; whilſt his genius, ſo long 
ſtifled, unfolded itſelf with ſo muctf ra- 
pidity and ſtrength; whilſt nature, which 
was attaining a degree of perfection in 
him, avenged herſelf of the outrages of 
fortune; what became of the prior, his 
good ſiſter, and the beautiful recluſe 
Miſs St. Yves ? The firſt month they 
were uneaſy, and the third they were 
immerſed in ſorrow. Falſe conjectures, 
ill grounded reports, alarmed them. At 
the end of ſix months, it was conclud- 
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ed he was dead. At length, Mr. and 
Miſs Kerkabon learned, by a letter of 
ancient date, which one of the king's 
guards had wrote to Britany, that a 
young man reſembling the Huron ar. 
rived one night at Verſailles, but that 
ſince that time no one had heard him 
ſpoken of. 

e Alas!” ſaid Miſs Kerkabon, „our 
nephew has done ſome ridiculous thing, 
which has brought on ſome terrible con- 
ſequences. He is young, a Low Breton, 
and cannot know how to behave at 
court. My dear brother, I never faw - 
Verſailles nor Paris ; here is a fine op- 
portunity, and we ſhall, perhaps, find 
our poor nephew : he is our brother's 
ſon, and it is our duty to aſſiſt him. 
Who knows, we may perhaps at length 
prevail upon him to become a /ub-deacon, 
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when the fire bf youth is ſomewhat a- 
bated. He was much inclined to the 
ſciences. Do you recolle& how he rea- 
ſoned upon the Old and New Teſta- 
ment? We are anſwerable for his ſoul; 
he was baptized at our inſtigation. His 
dear miſtreſs Miſs St. Yves does nothing 
but weep inceſſantly. Indeed we muſt 
co to Paris. If he is concealed in any 
of thoſe infamous houſes of pleaſure 
which I have often heard of, we will 
get him out.” The prior was affected 
at his ſiſter's diſcourſe. He went in 
learch of the biſhop of St. Malo's, who 
had. baptized rhe Huron, and requeſt- 
ed his protection and advice. The 
prelate approved of the journey. He 
gave the prior letters of recommendation 
to Father la Chaiſe, the king's confeſ: 
lor, who was inveſted with the firſt 
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dignity in the kingdom ; to Harlai, the 
archbiſhop of Paris; and to Boſſuet, 


biſhop of Meaux, 
At length, the brother and ſiſter ſet 


out; but when they came to Paris, they 
found themſelves bewildered in a great 
labyrinth without clue or end. 'Their 
fortune was but middling, and they had 
occaſion every day for carriages to pur 
ſue their diſcovery, which they could 
not accompliſh. 

The prior waited upon the Revere 
Father la Chaiſe : he was with Made. 
moiſelle du 'Tron, and could not give 
audience to priors. He went to the 
archbiſhop's door : the prelate was ſhut 
up with the beautiful Mademoiſelle de 
Leſdiguieres about church matters. He 
few to the country-houſes of the biſhop 
of Meaux : he was upon a cloſe exam! 
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ration, with Mademoiſelle de Mauleon, 
of the myſtical amour of Mademoiſelle 
Guyon. At length, however, he gain- 
ed acceſs to thele two prelates; they 
both declared, “they could not interfere 
with regard to his 132 as he was 
not a ſub-deacon.” 

He, at length, ſaw the Jeſuit, who re- 
ceived him with open arms, proteſting he 
had always entertained the greateſt pri- 
vate eſteem for him, tho? he had never 
known him. He ſwore that his ſociety had 
always been attached to the inhabitants 
of Lower-Britany. “ But,” ſaid he, 
has not your nephew the misfortune of 
being a Huguenot ?” No certainly, Re- 
verend Father.” © May he not be a Jan- 
ſeniſt?” © I can aſſure your Reverence, 
that he is ſcarce a chriſtian. It is about 
eleven months ſince he was chriſtened.” 
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This is very well; we will take care 
of him. Is your benefice conſiderable?” 
& No, a very trifle, and our nephew 
coſts us a great deal.” * Are there any 
Janſeniſtsin your neighbourhood ? 'Take 
great care, my dear Mr. Prior, they are 
more dangerous than Huguenots, oreven 
Atheiſts.” My Reverend Father, we 
have none; it is not even known at our 
Lady of the Mountain what Janſeniſm 
is.” So much the better; go, there 
is nothing I will not do for you.” He 


diſmiſſed the prior in this affectionate 
manner, but thought no more about 
him. | 

Time ſlipt away, and the prior and 
his good ſiſter were almoſt in deſpair. 

In the mean while, the curſed bailiff 
urged very ſtrenuouſly the marriage of 
his great booby ſon with the beautiful 
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Miſs St. Yves, who was taken purpoſe- 
ly out of the convent. She always enter- 
tained a paſſion for her god- ſon, in pro- 
portion as ſhe deteſted the husband who 
was deſigned for her. The inſult that 
had been offered her, by ſhutting her up 
in a convent, increaſed her affection; 
and the mandate for wedding the bai- 
liff's ſon completed her antipathy for 
him. Chagrin, tenderneſs, and terror, 
racked her ſoul. Love, we know, is 
much more inventive and more daring 
in a young woman, than friendſhip in an 
aged prior, and an aunt upwards of forty- 
five. Beſides, ſhe had received good 
inſtructions in her convent, with the aſ- 


ſiſtance of romances, which ſhe read by 
ſtealth. g 


The beautiful Miſs St. Yves remem- 
bered the letter that had been written 
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by a life: guard man to Lower - Britany, 
and which had been ſpoken of in the 
province. She reſolved to go herſelf 
and gain information at Verſailles; to 
throw herſelf at the miniſter's feet, if 
her husband ſhould be in priſon as it was 
ſaid; and obtain juſtice for him. I know 
not what ſecret intelligence ſhe had gain- 
ed, that at court nothing is refuſed a 
pretty woman, But ſhe knew not the 
price of theſe boons. - 
Having taken this reſolution, it afford- 
ed her ſome conſolation ; and ſhe enjoy- 
ed ſome tranquillity, without upbraiding 
Providence with the ſeverity of her lot. 
She receives her deteſted, intended fa- 
ther-in-law, careſſes the brother, and 
ſpreads happineſs throughout the houſe. 
On the day appointed for the ceremo- 
ny, ſhe ſecretly departs at four o'clock 


The SincErEt HU RON. 111 


in the morning, with the little nuptial 
preſents ſhe had received, and all ſhe 
could gather. Her plan was ſo well laid, 
that ſne was about ten leagues upon her 
journey, when, about noon, her abſence 
was diſcovered, and when every one's 
conſternation and ſurprize was inexpreſ- 
ſible. The inquiſitive bailiff aſked more 
queſtions that day than he had done 
for a week before; the intended 
bridegroom was more ſtupified than 
ever. The abbe St. Yves reſolved in 
his rage to purſue his ſiſter. The 
bailiff and his ſon were diſpoſed to ac- 
company him. 'Their fate led almoſt 
the whole canton of Lower-Britany to 
Paris. 

The beautiful Miſs St. Yves was not 
without apprehenſions that ſhe ſhould 
be purſued. She rode on horſeback, 
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and ſhe got all the intelligence ſhe could, 
without being ſuſpected, from the cou- 
riers, if they had not met a fat abbe, 
an enormous bailiff, and a young booby, 
galloping as faſt as they could to Paris. 
Having learned, on the third day, that 
they were not far behind, ſhe took a 
quite different road, and was ſkilful and 
lucky enough to arrive at Verſailles, 
whilſt they were in a fruitleſs purſuit af. 
ter her, at Paris. But how was ſhe to 
behave at Verſailles? Young, handſome, 
untutored, unſupported, unknown, ex- 
poſed to every danger, how could ſhe 
dare go in ſearch of one of the king's 
guards? She had ſome thoughts of ap- 
plying to a Jeſuit of low rank, for there 
were ſome for every ſtation of life ; as 
God, they ſay, has given different ali- 
ments to every ſpecies of animals. He 
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had given the king his confeſſor, who 
was called, by all ſolicitors of benefices, 
the head of the Gallican Church. Then 
came the prince's confeſſors; the mini- 
ters had none, they were not ſuch 
dupes. There were Jeſuits for genteel 
mob, and particularly thoſe for cham- 
bermaids, by whom were known the 
ſecrets of their miſtreſſes; and this was 
no ſmall vocation. 'The beautiful Mifs 
St. Yves addreſſed herſelf to one of theſe 
laſt, who was called Father Tout & tous 
(all to every one). She confeſſed to 
him, ſet forth her adventure, her ſitu- 
ation, her danger, and conjured him 
to get her a lodging with ſome good de- 
votee, who might ſhelter her from temp- 
tations, a 
Father Tout à tous introduced her to 
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the wife of the cupbearer, one of his 
moſt truſty penitents. From the mo- 
ment Miſs St. Yves became her lodger, 
ſhe did her utmoſt to obtain the confi- 
dence and friendſhip of this woman. She 
gained intelligence of the Breton-guard, 
and invited him to viſit her. Having 
learned from him, that her lover had 
been carried off after having had a con- 
ference with one of the firſt clerks, ſhe 
flew to this clerk. The ſight of a fine 
woman ſoftened him, for it muſt be al- 
lowed, God created woman only to tame 
mankind. 

The ſcribe, thus mollified, acknow- 
leged to her every thing. Your 
lover has been in the Baſtile almoſt 
year, and without your interceſſion he 
would, perhaps, have ended his days 
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there.” 'The tender Miſs St. Yves 
ſwooned at this intelligence. When ſhe 
had recovered herſelf, the penman told 
her: © I have no power to do good; all 
my influence extends to doing harm 
ſometimes. Take my advice, wait up- 
on M. de St. Pouange, who has the 
power of doing both good and ill; he 
is Monſ. de Louvois's couſin and fa- 
vourite. This miniſter has two ſouls : 
the one is M. de St. Pouange, and Ma- 
demoiſelle de Belley is the other, but 
ſhe is at preſent abſent from Verſailles; 
ſo that you have nothing to do but cap- 
tivate the protector I have pointed out 
to you.” The beautiful Miſs St. Yves, 
divided between ſome trifling joy and 
exceſhve grief, between a glimmering 
of hope and dreadful apprehenſions ;— 
purſued by her brother, idolizing her 
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lover, wiping her tears, which flowed 
in torrents; trembling and feeble, yet 
fummoning all her courage ;—in this 


firuation, he flew on the wings of love 
to M. de St. Pouange's. 
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CH A P. XIV. | 
The progreſs of the Huron's i utelle#s. 


HE ingenuous youth was making 
a rapid progreſs in the ſciences, 
and particularly in the ſcience of man. 
The cauſe of this ſudden diſcloſure of his 
underſtanding, was as much owing to 
his ſavage education, as to the diſpoſition 
of his ſoul; for having learned nothing 
in his infancy, he had not imbibed any 
prejudices. His mind having not been 
warped by error, had retained all its pri- 
mitive rectitude. He ſaw things as they 
were ; whereas the ideas that are com- 
municated to us in our infancy, make 
us ſee them all our life in a falſe light. 
* Your perſecutors are abominable 
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wretches,” ſaid he to his friend Gordon. 
« I pity you for being oppreſſed, but I 
condemn you for being a Janſeniſt. All 
ſects appear to me to be founded in er- 
ror; tell me if there be any ſectaries in 
geometry? No, my child,” ſaid the 
good old Gordon, heaving a deep ſigh; 
« all men are agreed concerning truth, 
when demonſtrated ; but they are too 
much divided about latent truths.” „If 
there were but one ſingle hidden truth 
in your load of arguments, which have 
been ſo often ſifted for ſuch a number of 
ages, it would doubtleſs have been dif: 
covered, and the univerſe would certain- 
ly have been unanimous, at leaſt, in that 
reſpect. If this truth had been neceſſa- 
ry, as the ſun is to the earth, it would 
have been as brilliant as that planet. It 
is an abſurdity, an inſult to human na- 
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ture; it is an attack upon the Infinite 
and Supreme Being, to ſay there is a 
truth eſſential to the happineſs of man, 
which God conceals.” 

All that this ignorant youth, inſtruc- 
ted only by nature, ſaid, made a very 
deep impreſſion upon the mind of the 
old unhappy ſcholiaſt, © Is it really 
certain,” he cried, “ that I ſhould 
bave made myſelf truly miſerable for 
mere chimeras? I am much more cer- 
tain of my miſery than of effectual 
grace.—I have ſpent my time in rea- 
ſoning with the liberty of God and hu- 
man nature, but I have loſt my own; 
neither St. Auguſtin nor Sr. Proſper 
will extricate me from my preſent miſ- 
fortunes.” 

The ingenuous Huron, who gave 


way to his natural charaReriſtic, at 
R 
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length ſaid, © Will you give me leave 
to ſpeak to you boldly and frankly ? 
Thoſe who bring upon themſelves per- 
lecution for ſuch idle diſputes, ſeem to 
me to have very little ſenſe; thoſe who 
perſecute, appear to me very monſters,” 

The two captives entirely coincided 
with reſpe to the injuſtice of their cap- 
tivity. © I am a hundred times more to 
be pitied than you,” ſaid the Huron ; I 
am born free as the air : I had two lives, 
liberty and the object of my love; and I 
am deprived of both. We are both in fet. 
ters, without knowing who put them 
on us, or without being able to enquire. 
T lived a Huron for twenty years. It is 
ſaid they are barbarians, becauſe they 
avenge themſelves of their enemies; 
bur they never oppreſs their friends. 
I had ſcarce ſet foot in France, before I 
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ſhed my blood for this country: I have, 


perhaps, preſerved a whole province, 
and my recompence is, being {wallow- 
ed up in this ſepulchre of the living, 
where I ſhould have died with rage, 
had it not been for you. There muſt 
then be no laws in this country. Men 
re condemned without being heard! 
This is not the caſe in England. Alas! 
it was not againſt the Engliſh I ſhould 
have fought.” Thus his growing phi- 
loſophy could not brook nature being 
inſulted in the firſt of her rights, and he 
gave vent to his juſt choler. 

His companion did not contradi& 
him. Abſence. ever encreaſes ungra- 
tified love, and philoſophy does not di- 
miniſh it, He as frequently ſpoke of 
his dear Miſs St. Yves, as he did of 
morality or metaphyſics. 'The more he 
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purified his ſentiments, the more he 
loved. He read ſome new romances; 
but he met with few that depicted to 
him the real ſtate of his ſoul. He al- 
ways felt that his heart ſtretched be- 
yond the bounds of his author.“ Alas!” 
ſaid he, almoſt all theſe writers have 
nothing but wit and art.” At length, 
the good Janſeniſt prieſt became, in- 
ſenſibly, the confident of his tender- 
neſs. He was hitherto acquainted with 
love as a fin, with which a penitent ac. 
cuſes himſelf at confeſſion. He now 
learned to know it as a ſentiment equal 
ly noble and tender; which can ele. 
vate the ſoul as well as ſoften it, and can 
produce, ſometimes, virtues. In fine, 
for the laſt miracle, a Huron converted 
a Janſeniſt. 
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C HAP. XV. . 
The beautiful Miſs St. Yves reſiſts ſome 
delicate propoſals. 


HE charming Miſs St. Yves, till 
more afflicted than her lover, 
waited accordingly upon M. de St. 
Pouange, accompanied by her friend 
with whom ſhe lodged, each having 
their faces covered with their hoods. 
The firſt thing ſhe ſaw at the door was 
the abbe St. Yves, her brother, coming 
out. She was terrified, but her pious 
friend ſupported her ſpirits. © For the 
very reaſon,” ſaid ſhe, © that people 
have been ſpeaking againſt you, ſpeak to 
him yourſelf. You may be aſſured, 
that the accuſers in this part of the 
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world are always in the right, unleſs 
they are immediately detected. Beſides, 
your preſence will have greater effect, 
or elſe I am much miſtaken, than the 
words of your brother.” 

Ever ſo little encouragement to a paſ- 
ſionate lover, makes her intrepid. Mil 
St. Yves appears at the audience. Her 
youth, her charms, her languiſhing 
eyes, moiſtened with ſome involuntary 
tears, attract every one's attention. 
Every ſycophant to the deputy miniſter 
forgot, for an inſtant, the idol of power, 
- to contemplate that of beauty. St. 
Pouange conducted her into a cloſet; 
ſhe ſpoke with an affecting grace; St. 
Pouange felt ſome emotion. She trem- 
bled, but he told her not to be afraid, 
Return to-night,” ſaid he; © your bu- 
ſineſs requires ſome reflection, and it 
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muſt be diſcuſſed at leiſure. There are 
too many people here at preſent, Au- 
diences are rapidly diſpatched. IT muſt 
get to the bottom of all that concerns 
you.” He then paid her ſome compli- 
ments upon her beauty and manner of 
thinking, and adviſed her to come at 
ſeven in the evening. 

She did not fail attending at the hour 
appointed, and her pious friend again ac- 
companied her; but ſhe kept in the 
hall, where ſhe was reading the Chri/* 
tian Pedagogue, whilſt St. Pouange and 
the beauteous Mils St. Yves were in the 
back cloſet. He began by ſaying, . 
« Would you believe it, Miſs, that your 
brother has been to requeſt me to grant 
him a /ettre de cachet againſt you ; bur, 
indeed, I would ſooner grant one to ſend 
him back to Lower-Britany,” “ Alas! 
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Sir,” ſaid ſhe, lettres de cachet are 
granted very liberally in your offices, 
| fince people come from the extremity of 
the kingdom to ſolicite them like penſi- 
ons. I am very far from requeſting ong 
againſt my brother, yet I have much 
reaſon to complain of him; but I reſpect 
the liberty of mankind; and therefore 
ſupplicate for that of a man, whom I 
want to make my husband; of a man, to 
whom the king is indebted for the pre- 
ſervation of a province; who can bene- 
ficially ſerve him; and who is the ſon 
of an officer killed in his ſervice.” « What 
is he accuſed of? How could he be 
treated ſo cruelly without being heard? 

The deputy miniſter then ſhewed her 
the letter of the {py Jeſuit, and that of 
the perfidious bailiff. What,” ſaid 
ſhe with aſtoniſnment, © are there ſuch 
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monſters upon earth! And would they 
force me to marry the ſtupid ſon of a ri 
diculous wicked man! Andisit upon ſuch 
evidence that the fate of citizens is de- 
termined?” She threw herſelf upon her 
knees, and with a flood of tears ſoli- 
cited the freedom of a brave man, who 
adored her, Her charms appeared to 
the greateſt advantage in ſuch a ſitua- 
tion. She was ſo beautiful, that St. 
Pouange, bereft of all ſhame, inſinuat- 
ed to her, that ſhe would ſucceed, if 
ſhe began by yielding him the firſt· fruits 
of what ſhe reſerved for her lover.” 
. Miſs St, Yves, ſhocked and confuled, 
pretended, for ſome time, not to under- 
ſtand him; and he was obliged to ex- 
plain himſelf more clearly. One word, 
uſed with ſome reſerve, brought on an- 
other leſs delicate, which was ſucceeded 
8 
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by one ſtill more expreſſive. The revo- 
cation of the lettre de cachet was not 
only propoſed, but pecuniary recompen- 
ces, honours, and places; and the more 
he promiſed, the greater was his deſire 
of not being refuſed. 

Miſs St. Yves wept, whilſt her anguiſh 
almoſt choaked her, half reſting upon a 
ſopha, ſcarce able to believe what ſhe 
ſaw and heard. St, Pouange, in turn, 
threw himſelf upon his knees. He was 
not difagreeable, and might not fo much 
have ſhocked a heart leſs prepoſſeſſed; 
but Miſs St. Yves adored her lover, and 
thought ir the greateſt of crimes to be- 
tray him, in order to ſerve him. St. 
Pouange renewed with greater fervency 
his prayers and entreaties. He, at length, 
went ſo far as to ſay, this was the on. 
ly means of obtaining the liberty of the 
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man, whole intereſt ſhe had ſo violent- 
ly and affectionately at heart,” This 
uncommon converſation continued for a 
long time. The devotee in the anti- 
chamber, in reading her Chriſtian Peda- 
gogue, ſaid to herſelf, « My God! What 
can they be doing there for theſe two 
hours? My lord St. Pouange never be- 
fore gave ſo long an audience; perhaps 
he has refuſed every thing to this poor 
girl, and ſhe is ſtill entreating him.“ 

At length her companion came out of 
the cloſet in the greateſt confuſion, with- 
out being able to ſpeak, in deep medita- } 
tion upon the character of the great and 
the half great, who ſo {lightly ſacrifice 
the liberty of men and the honour of 
women. 

She did not utter a ſyllable all the 


way back. But being returned to her 
82 " 
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friends, ſhe burſt out, and told all that 
had happened. Her pious friend made 
frequent ſigns of the croſs. © My dear 
friend,” ſaid ſhe, * you muſt conſult to- 
morrow Father Tout 2 tous, our direc- 
tor; he has much influence over M. de 
St. Pouange ; he is confeſſor to many of 
the female ſervants of the houſe; he is 
a pious accommodating man, who has 
alſo the direction of ſome women of 
faſhion. Yield to him; this is my way; 
and I always found myſelf right, We 
weak women ſtand in need of a man to 
lead us: and fo, my dear friend, Þ'll go 
to-morrow in ſearch of Father Tout a 
tous,” 
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CHAP. XVI. 
She conſults a Feſuit. 


O ſooner was the beautiful and dif 
conſolate Miſs St. Yves with her 
holy confeſſor than ſhe told him, © that 
a powerful voluptuous man had pro- 
poſed to her to ſet at liberty the man 
whom ſhe intended making her lawful 
husband, and that he required a great 
price for his ſervice; that ſhe held ſuch 
infidelity in the higheſt deteſtation; and 
that if her life only had been required, 
ſhe would much ſooner have facrificed 
it than have ſubmitted.” 

« This is a moſt abominable ſinner,” 
faid Father Tout 2 tous. © You ſhould 
tell me the name of this vile man; he 
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muſt certainly be ſome Janſeniſt ; I will 
inform againſt him to his Reverence Fa- 
ther de la Chaiſe, who will place him in 
the ſituation of your dear beloved inten- 
ded bridegroom.” 

The poor girl, after much ſtruggle 
and embarraſſment, at length mention- 
ed St. Pouange, 

« My Lord St. Pouange !” cried the 
Jeſuit. © Ah! my child, the caſe is 
quite different; he is couſin to the great- 
eſt miniſter we have ever had; a man of 
worth, a protector of the good cauſe, a 
good chriſtian : he could not poſſibly 
entertain ſuch a thought; you certainly 
muſt have miſunderſtood him.” —“ Oh! 
Father, I did but underſtand him too 
well. —I am loſt on which ever ſide I 
turn: the only alternative Lhave tochuſe 
is milery or ſhame; either my lover muſt 
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be buried alive, or I muſt make myſelf 
unworthy of living. I cannot Jet him 
periſh, nor can I fave him.” 

Father Tout 2 tous endeavoured to 

conſole her with theſe gentle expreſſt 
ons : 
In the firſt place, my child, never 
uſe the word lover; it intimates ſome- 
thing worldly, which may offend God: 
ſay my husband; for although he is not 
yet your husband, you conſider him as 
ſuch, and nothing can be more de- 
cent. 

« Secondly, tho? he be ideally your 
husband, and you are in hopes he will 
be ſuch, he is not ſo in effect; conſe- 
quently, you will not commit adultery; 
an enormous fin, that ſhould always be 
avoided as much as poſlible. 
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« Thirdly, actions are not maliciouſly 
culpable, when the intention is virtu- 
ous; and nothing can be more virtuous 
than to procure your husband his li- 
berty. 

« Fourthly, you have examples in ho- 
ly antiquity, that may miraculouſly ſerve 

you for a guide. St. Auguſtin relates, 
that under the preconſulate of Septimi- 
us Acyndinus, in the 34oth year of our 
ſalvation, a poor man could not pay un- 
to Cæſar what belonged to Cæſgar, and 
was juſtly condemned to die, notwith- 
ſtanding the maxim, A here there is no- 
thing, the king muſt loſe his right. The 
object in queſtion was a pound of gold, 
The culprit had a wife, in whom God 
had united beauty and prudence, An 
old miſer promiſed to give a pound of 
gold, and even more to the lady, upon 
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condition that he committed with her 
the ſin of uncleanneſs. The lady thought 
ſhe did not act wrong to ſave her hul. 
band's life. St. Auguſtin highly approves 
of her generous reſignation. It is true, 
that the old miſer cheated her, and, 
perhaps, her husband was nevertheleſs 
hanged ; but ſhe did all that was in her 
power to fave his life. 

* You may aſſure yourſelf, my child, 
that when a Jeſuit quotes you St, Au- 
guſtin, that ſaint muſt certainly have 
been in the right. I adviſe you to no- 
thing; you are prudent, and it is to be 
perſumed, that you will do your huſ- 
band a ſervice. My Lord St. Pouange 
is an honeſt man; he will not deceive 
you; this is all I can ſay: I will pray 
to God for you; and J hope every thing 
will take place for his glory.“ 

x | 
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The beautiful Miſs St. Yves, who was 
no leſs terrified with the Jeſuit's diſ- 
courſe than with the propoſals of the 
deputy-miniſter, returned in deſpair to 
her friend. She was tempted to deliver 
herſelf by death from the horror of leav- 
Ing in a ſhocking captivity the lover ſhe 
adored, and the ſhame of releaſing him 
at the deareſt of all prices, which was 
the ſole property of this unfortunate 
lover, 
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CHAR LY. 
She yields through virtue. 


HE entreated her friend to kill her ; 


dulgent as the Jeſuit, ſpoke to her ſtill 
more clearly. Alas!” faid ſhe, © bu- 
ſineſs is ſeldom carried on at this agree- 
able, gallant, and famous court upon any 
other terms. The moſt conſiderable, as 
as well the moſt indifferent, places are 
ſeldom given away, but at the price re- 
quired of you. My dear, you have in- 
ſpired me with friendſhip and confi- 
dence; I will own to you, that if T had 
been as nice as you are, my husband 
would not enjoy the poſt upon which 
he lives; he knows it, and fo far from 
TY 


but this lady, who was full as in- 
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being diſpleaſed, he conſiders me as his 
benefactreſs; and himſelf as my crea- 
ture. Do you think, that all thoſe who 
have been at the head of provinces, or 
even armies, have been indebted for 
their honours and fortune ſolely to their 
ſervices? There are ſome who are be- 
holden to the ladies their wives. The 
dignities of war are ſolicited by the 
queen of love; and a place is given to 
bim who has got the handſomeſt wife, 
« You are in a ſituation that is ſtil] 
more critical ; the obje is to let your 
lover ſee day-light, and to marry him; 
it is a ſacred duty that you are to fulfil. 
No one has ever cenſured the great and 
beautiful ladies I mention to you; the 
world will applaud you: it will be ſaid, 
that you only allowed yourſelf to be 
guilty of a weakneſs, through an excels 
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of virtue,” © Heavens!” cried Miſs 
St. Yves, © what kind of virtue is 
this? What a labyrinth of diſtreſs! 
What a world! What men to become 
acquainted with ! A Father de la Chaiſe 
and a ridiculous bailiff impriſon my 
lover; I am perlecuted by my family; 
aſſiſtance is offered me, only that I may 
be diſhonoured! A Jeſuit has rained a 
brave man, another Jeſuit wants to ruin 
me: on every fide ſnares are laid for me, 
and I am upon the very brink of deſtruc- 
tion! I muſt, even, ſpeak to the king; 
I will throw myſelf at his feet as he goes 
to maſs or the play houſe.“ 

His attendants will not let you ap- 
proach him,” ſaid her good friend; “ and 
if you ſhould be ſo unfortunate as to 
ſpeak to him, M. de Louvois, or the 
Reverend Father de la Chaiſe, might 
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bury you in a convent for the reſt of 
your days,” 

Whilſt this generous friend thus in- 
creaſed the perplexities of Miſs St. Yves's 
tortured ſoul, and plunged the dagger 
deeper in her heart, a meſſenger arrived 
from M. de St. Pouange with a letter, 
and two fine pendant ear-rings. Mils St. 
Yves, with tears, refuſed accepting of 
any part of the contents of the packet; 
but her friend took the charge of them 
upon herſelf. 

As ſoon as the meſſenger was gone, 
our confidante read the letter, in which 
a petit. ſouper (a little ſupper) was pro- 
poſed to the two friends for that night. 
Miſs St. Yves proteſted ſhe would not 
go, whilſt her pious friend endeavour- - 
ed to make her try on the diamond ear- 
rings; but Miſs St. Yves could not en- 
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dure them, and oppoſed it all the day- 
long. At length, being entirely wrap- 
ped upin the contemplation of her lover, 
overcome and dragged along, not know- 
ing whither ſhe was carried, ſhe let 
herſelf be led to the fatal ſupper. She 
had remained inexorable to all entrea- 
ties of putting on the ear-rings; ſo that 
her confidante took them with her, 
and placed them in her ears, againſt 
her will, before they fat down to ſup- 
per. Miſs St. Yves was ſo confuſed and 
agitated, that ſhe underwent this tor- 
ment, and her patron conſidered it as a 
very favourable prognoſtic. Towards 
the end of the repaſt, her friend very 
prudently retired. Her patron then 
ſhewed her the revocation of the ler- 
tre de cachet, the grant of a conſider- 
able recompence, and a Captain's com- 
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miſſion, which were accompanied with 
unlimited promiſes, © Ah!” ſaid Miſs 
St. Yves, with a deep ſigh, © how much 
ſhould I love you, if you did not deſire 
to be loved ſo much!” 

In a word, after a long reſiſtance, 
ſhrieks, cries, and torrents of tears, 
weakened with the confli, overwhelm- 
ed and languiſhing, ſhe was compelled 
to yield; and the only conſolation now 
left her, was, that ſhe reſolved to think 
of nothing but the ingenuous Huron, 
whilſt her cruel raviſher relentleſsly en- 


joyed the advantage of that neceſſity to 
which ſhe was reduced. 
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CHAP. XVIIL 
She delivers her lover and a Fanſeniſt, 


T day break ſhe flew to Paris with 

the miniſter's mandate. It would 
be difficult to depict the agitations of 
her mind in this journey. Image a vir- 
tuous and noble ſoul, humbled by its 
own reproaches, intoxicared with ten- 
derneſs, diſtracted with the remorſe of 
having betrayed her lover, and elated N 
with the pleaſure of releaſing the object 
of her adoration. Her tor ments, her | 
conflicts, her ſucceſs, by turns engag- 
ed her reflections. She was no longer 
that innocent girl whoſe ideas were 
confined to a provincial education. Love 


and misfortunes had united tonew-mould 
U 
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her. Sentiment had made as rapid a 
progreſs in her mind, as reaſon had in 
that of her unfortunate lover. Girls 
learn to feel more eaſily than men learn 
to think, Her adventure afforded her 
more inſtruction than four years con- 
finement in a convent. 

Her dreſs was dictated by the greateſt 
ſimplicity. She viewed with horror the 
trappings with which ſhe had appeared 
before her fatal benefactor; her compa- 
nion had taken her ear-rings without her 
having before looked at them, Charm- 
ed and confuſed, idolizing the Huron 
and deteſting herſelf, ſhe at length ar- 
rived at the gate of that dreadful caſtle, 
the palace of vengeance, where oft crimes 
and innocence are alike immured &. 


* De cet affreux chateau, palais de la vengeance, 
Qui renferme ſouvent le crime et Vinnocence. 
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When ſhe was upon the point of get- 
ting out of the coach, her ſtrength failed 
her; ſome people came to her aſliſtance: 
ſhe entered, whilſt her heart was in the 
greateſt palpitation, her eyes ſtream- 
ing, and her whole frame beſpoke the 
greateſt conſternation. She was preſent- 
ed to the governor; he was going to ſpeak 
to her, but ſhe had loſt all power of ex- 
preſſion : ſhe ſhewed her order, whilſt, 
with great difficulty, ſhe articulared ſome 
accents. 'The governor entertained a 
great eſteem for his priſoner, and he was 
greatly pleaſed at his being releaſed. 
His heart was not callous, like thoſe of 
moſt of his brethren, who think of no- 
thing but the fees their captives are to 
pay them; extort their revenues from 
their vieims; ; and living by the oy 
U 2 
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of others, conceive a horrid joy at the 
lamentations of the unfortunate. 
He ſent for the priſoner into his apart- 
ment. The two lovers ſwooned at the 
ſight of each other. The beautiful Miſs 
St. Yves remained for à long time mo- 
tionleſs, without any ſymptoms of life; 
the other ſoon recalled bis fortitude, 
% This“ ſaid the governor, * is probe 
bly the lady your wife ; you did not tell 
me you were married. I am informed, 
that it is through her generous ſolicitude 
that you have obtained your liberty.” 
Alas! ſaid the beautiful Miſs St. Yyes, 
in a faltering voice, I am not worthy 
of being his wife; and ſwooned again. 
When ſhe recovered her ſenſes, ſhe 
preſented, with a trembling band, the 
grant and written promiſe of a company. 
The Huron, equally aſtoniſhed and af- 
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ſected, awoke from one dream to fall 
into another. Why was I ſhut up 
here? How could you deliver me? 
Where are the monſters that immured 
me? You are a divinity ſent from heaven 
to ſuccour me.” 

The beautiful Miſs St. Yves with 
a dejected air, looked at her lover, 
bluſhed, and inſtantly turned away her 
ſtreaming eyes. In a word, they told 
him all ſhe knew, and all ſhe had under- 
gone, except what ſhe was willing tocon- 
ceal for ever, but which any other except 
the Huron, more accuſtomed to the 
world, and better acquainted with the 
cuſtoms of courts, would eaſily have 
gueſſed. 

« Is it poſſible that a wretch like the 
bailiff can have deprived me of my liber 
ty? Alas! I find that men like the 
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4vileſt of animals, can all hurt. But is 
it poſſible that a monk, a Jeſuit, the 
king's confeſſor, ſhould have contribut: 
ed to my misfortunes as much as the 
bailiff, without my being able to ima. 
gine under what pretence this deteſtable 
knave has perſecuted me? Did he make 
me paſs for a Janſeniſt ? In fine, how 
came you to remember me ? I did not 
deſerve it; I was then only a ſavage. 
What! could you without advice, with- 
out aſſiſtance, undertake a journey to 
Verſailles! You there appeared, and my 
fetters were broke! There muſt then 
be in beauty and virtue an invincible 
charm, that opens gates of adamant, and 
ſoftens hearts of ſteel.” 
At the word Virtue, a flood of tears 
iſſued from the eyes of the beautiful Miſs 
St. Yves. She did not know how far 
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ſhe had been virtuous in the crime with 
which ſhe reproached herſelf. 

Her lover thus continued : © Thou 
angel, who haſt broken my chains, if 
thou haſt had ſufficient influence (which 
I cannot yet comprehend) to obtain juſ- 
tice for me, obtain it likewiſe for an old 
man who firſt taught me to think, as 
thou didſt to love. Misfortunes have 
united us; I love him as a father; I can 
neither live without thee or him.” 

« I ſolicite!””—* The ſame man. 
« Who!—* Yes, I will be beholden to 
you for every thing, and I will owe no- 
thing to any one but yourſelf. — Write to 
this man in power, overwhelm me with 
kindneſſes, complete what you have be- 
gun, perfe& your miracles.” She was 
ſenſible ſhe ought to do every thing her 
lover deſired. She wanted to write, but 
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her hand refuſed its office. She began 
her letter three times, and tore it as of. 
ten; at length ſhe got to the end, and 
the two lovers left the priſon, after hay- 
ing embraced the old martyr to effica- 
cious grace. 

The happy yet diſconſolate Miſs St. 
Yves knew where her brother lodged : 
thither ſhe repaired ; and her lover took 
an apartment at the ſame houſe. 

They had ſcarce reached their lodg- 
ing, before her protector ſent the order 
for releaſing the good old Gordon, af 
the fame time making an appointment 
with her for the next day. 

Thus was every generous and lauda- 
ble action of the beautiful Miſs St. Yves 
performed at the price of her honour. 
She conſidered with deteſtation this 
practice of ſelling at once the happineſs 
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and miſery of man. She gave the order 
of releaſe to her lover, and refuſed the 
appointment of a benefactor, whom ſhe 
could no more fee without expiring 
with ſhame and grief. Her lover could 
not have left her upon any other errand 
than to releaſe his friend. He flew to 
the place of his confinement, and fulfil- 
led this duty in reflecting upon the 
ſtrange viciſſitudes of this world, and ad- 
miring the courageous virtue of a young 
lady, to whom two unfortunate men 
owed more than their life, 
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CHAP, XIX. 
The Huron, the beautiful Miſs St. Yoes, 


and therr relations, are convened. 


HE generous and reſpectable, but 
faithleſs, girl was with her bro- 

ther the abbe de St. Yves, the good 
prior of the Mountain, and Lady de Ker: 
kabon, They were equally aſtoniſhed, 
but their ſituations and ſentiments were 
very different, The abbe de St. Yves 
was expiating the wrongs he had done 
bis ſiſter at her feet, and ſhe pardoned 
him. 'The prior and his ſympathizing 
ſiſter likewiſe wept, but it was for joy. 
The filthy bailiff and his inſupportable 
ſon did not trouble this affecting ſcene. 
They had fet out upon the firſt report 
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of their antagoniſts being releaſed; they 
flew to bury in their own province their 
folly and fear. 

The four dramatis perſonæ, variouſly 
agitated, were waiting for the return 
of the young man, who was gone to de- 
liver his friend. The abbe de St. Yves 
did not dare to raiſe his eyes to meet thoſe 
of his ſiſter: the good Kerkabon ſaid, 
« T ſhall then ſee once more my dear ne- 
phew.” * You will ſee him again,” 
faid the charming Miſs St. Yves, ** but 
he is no longer the ſame man; his beha- 
viour, his manners, his ideas, his ſenſe, 
all have undergone a complete mutation; 
he is become as reſpectable, as he was 
Ignorant and ſtrange to every thing. He 
will be the honour and conſolation of 
your family; could I alſo be the honour 
of mine!” ꝰ What, are you not the 
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ſame as you were?” faid the prior. 
% What then has happened to work fo 
great a change ?” 

During this converſation the Huron 
returned with the Janſeniſt in his hand. 
The ſcene now was changed, and be- 
came more intereſting. It began by the 
uncle and aunt's tender embraces. The 
abbe de St. Yves almoſt kiſſed the knees 
of the ingenuous Huron, who, by the 
bye, was no longer ingenuous. The 
language of the eyes formed all the diſ 
courſe of the two lovers, who, never- 
theleſs, expreſſed every ſentiment with 
which they were penetrated. Satisfac- 
tion and acknowlegement ſparkled inthe 
countenance of the one, whilſt embarraſſ 
ment was depicted in Miſs St. Yves's 
melting eyes ſomewhat aſkaunt. Every 
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one was aſtoniſhed that ſhe ſhould min- 
gle grief with ſo much joy. 

The venerable Gordon ſoon endeared 
himſelf to the whole family. He had 
been unhappy with the young priſoner, 
and this was a ſufficient title. He owed 
his deliverance to the two lovers, and 

this alone reconciled him to love: the 
acrimony of his former ſentiments was 
diſmiſſed from his heart; he was convert- 
ed to a man, as well as the Huron. 
Every one related his adventures before 
ſupper. The two abbe's and the aunt 
likened like children to the relation of 
ſtories of ghoſts, and like men all inte- 
reſted in ſo many calamities. Alas!” 
ſaid Gordon, © there are perhaps up- 
wards of five hundred virtuous people in 
the ſame fetters as Miſs St. Yves has 
broken; their misfortunes are unknown, 
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Many hands are found to ſtrike the un- 
happy multitude, but ſeldom one to ſuc- 
cour them.“ This very juſt reflection 

increaſed his ſenſibility and gratitude; 
every thing heightened the triumph of 
the beautiful Miſs St. Yves; the grandeur 
and intrepidity of her foul were the ſub- 
jets of each one's admiration. This ad- 
miration was blended with that reſpect 
which we feel in deſpite of ourſelves 
for a perſon whom we think has ſome 
influence at ᷑ourt. But the abbe de St. 
Yves ſometimes ſaid, © What could my 
ſiſter do, to obtain this influence ſo 
ſoon ?” 

Supper was ready, and every one ſeat- 
ed very early; when lo! the worthy 
confidante of Verſailles arrived, without 
being acquainted with any thing that had 
paſſed; ſhe was in a coach and ſix, and 
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it was eaſily ſeen to whom the equipage 
belonged. She entered with that air of 
authority aſſumed by people in power 
who have a great deal of buſineſs, falut- 
ed the company with much indifference, 
and pulling the beautiful Miſs St. Yves 
on one ſide, ſaid, © Why do you make 
people wait fo long ? Follow me; there 
are the diamonds you forgot.” However 
ſoftly ſhe uttered theſe expreſſions, the 
Huron, nevertheleſs, overheard them; 
he ſaw the diamonds ; the brother was 
ſpeechleſs; the uncle and aunt teſtified 
that kind of ſurprize common to good 
people, who had never before beheld 
ſuch magnificence. The young man, 
whoſe mind was now formed by a 
twelve-month's reflections, could not 
help making ſome againſt his will, and 
was for a moment in anxiety. His miſ- 
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treſs perceived it, and a mortal paleneſs 
ſpread itſelf over her countenance; a tre- 
mor ſeized her, and it was with difficul- 
ty ſhe could ſupport, herſelf. Ah! 
Madam, faid ſhe to her fatal friend, 
you have ruined me, you have given 
me the mortal blow.” Theſe words 
pierced the heart of the Huron; but he 
had already learned to poſſeſs himſelf; 
he did not dwell upon them, leſt he 
ſhould make his miſtreſs uneaſy before 
her brother, but turned pale as well as 
her. 

Miſs St. Yves, diſtracted with the 
change ſhe perceived in her lover's coun- 
tenance, pulled the woman out of the 
room into the paſſage, and there threw 
the jewels at her feet, ſaying, © Alas! 
theſe were not my ſeducers, you know; 
but he that gave them ſhall never ſet 
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eyes on me again.” Her friend took 
them up, whilſt Miſs St. Yves added, 
« He may either take them again, or 
give them to you; begone, and do not 
make me ſtill more odious to myſelf.” 
'The embaſſadreſsat length returned, not 
being able to comprehend the remorſe 
to which ſhe had been witneſs. 

The beautiful Miſs St. Yves, greatly 
oppreſſed, and feeling a revolution inher 
body that almoſt ſuffocated her, was 
compelled to go to bed; but that ſhe 
might not alarm any one, ſhe kept her 
pains and ſufferings to herſelf; and, un- 
der pretence of only being weary, ſhe 
aſked leave to take a little reſt: this, 
however, ſhe did not do, till ſhe had 
re-animated the company with conſola- 
tory and flattering expreſſions, and caſt 
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ſuch a kind look upon her lover as dart- 
ed fire into his ſoul. 

The ſupper, which ſhe was not fond 
of, was in the beginning gloomy ; but 
this gloomineſs was of that intereſting 
kind that affords attracting and uſeful 
converſation, ſo ſuperior to that frivo- 
lous joy ſought for, and which is uſual- 
ly nothing more than a troubleſome 
noiſe. 

Gordon, in a few words, gave the 
hiſtory of Janſeniſm and Moliniſm; of 
thoſe perſecutions with which one party 
hampered the other; and of the obſti ' 
nacy of both. The Huron entered into 
a criticiſm. thereupon, pitying thofe men 
who, not ;atisfied with all the confuſion 
occaſioned by theſe oppoſite intereſts, 
create evils by imaginary intereſts and 
unintelligible abſurdities. Gordon relat- 
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ed, the other judged ; the gueſts liſten- 
ed with emotion, and gained new lights, 
The length of misfortunes, and the 
ſhortneſs of life, then became the topics. 
It was remarked that all profeſſions have 
peculiar vices and dangets annexed to 
them ; and that from the prince down 
to the loweſt beggar, all ſeem alike to 
accuſe providence. How happens it 
that ſo many men, for ſo little, perform 
the office of perſecutors, ſerjeants, and 
executioners, to others? With what ins 
human indifference does a man in place 
ſign the deſtruction of 'a family; and 
with what joy, ſtill more barbarous, do 
mercenaries execute them ? 

J aw in my youth,” faid the good 
old Gordon, * a relation of the Marſhal 
de Marillac, who, being proſecuted in 
his own province on account of that ib 
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luſtrious but unfortunate man, conceal- 
ed himſelf under a borrowed name in 
Paris. He was an old man near ſeven- 
ty-two years of age. His wife, who 
accompanied him, was nearly of the 
ſame age. They had had a libertine 
ſon, who, at fourteen years of age, 
abſconded from his father's houſe, turn- 
ed ſoldier, and deſerted; he had gone 
through every gradation of debauchery 
and miſery : at length, having changed 
his name, he was in the guards of Car- 
dinal Richelieu, (for this prieſt, as well 
as Mazarine, had guards) and had ob- 
tained an exempr's ſtaff in their compa- 
ny of ſerjeants. 

« 'This adventurer was appointed to 
arreſt the old man and his wife, and ac- 
quitted himſelf with all the obduracy of 
a man who was willing to pleaſe his 
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maſter. . As he was conduQting them, 
he heard theſe two victims deplore the 
long ſucceſſion of miſeries which had 
befallen them from their cradle. This 
aged couple reckoned as one of their 
greateſt misfortunes the wildneſsand loſs 
of their ſon. He recollected them, but 
he nevertheleſs led them to priſon; af: 
ſuring them, that his reverence was to 
be ſerved in preference to every body 
elſe. His eminence rewarded his zeal, 

„I have ſeen a ſpy of Father de la 
Chaiſe betray his own brother, in hopes 
of a little benefice, which he did not 
obtain; and I ſaw him die, not of re- 
morſe, but of grief at having been cheat- 
ed by the Jeſuit, 

« The yocation of a confeſſor, which 
J for a long while exerciſed, made me 
acquainted with the ſecrets of families. 
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I have known very few, who, though 
immerſed in the greateſt diſtreſs, did 
not externally wear the maſk of felicity, 
and every appearance of joy; and I have 
always obſerved, thatgreat grief was the 
fruit of our unconſtrained deſires.” 

„For my part,” ſaid the Huron, “ 1 
imagine, that a noble, grateful, ſenſi. 
ble man may always be happy; and I 
doubt not but to enjoy an unchequered 
felicity with the charming, generous, 
Miſs St. Yves. For I flatter myſelf,” 
added he, in addreſſing himſelf to her 
brother witha friendly ſmile, “ that you 
will not now refuſe me as you did laſt 
year: beſides, I ſhall purſue a more de- 
cent method.” The abbe was confound- 
ed in appologies for the paſt, and in pro- 
teſting an eternal attachment. 

Uncle Kerkabon ſaid this would 
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be the moſt glorious day of his whole 
life. His good aunt, in extaſies and 
floods of joy, cried out, I always faid 
you would never be a ſubdeacon; this 
facrament is preferable to the other; 
would to God I had been honoured with 
it! but I will ſerve you for a mother,” 
And now every one vied with each other 
in applauding the gentle Miſs St. Yves. 

Her lover's heart was too full of what 
ſhe had done for him, and he loved her 
too much, for the affair of the jewels to 
make any predominant impreſſion on 
him. But thoſe words which he too 
well heard, you have given me the mortal 
blow, till ſecretly terrified him, and in- 
terrupted all his joy, whilſt the elogiums 
paid his beautiful miſtreſs ſtill encreaſed 
his love In a word, nothing was 
thought of but her, nothing was men- 
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tioned but the happineſs thoſe two lovers 
deſerved. A plan was agitated to live al- 
together at Paris, and ſchemes of gran- 
deur and fortune ſucceeded: theſe hopes, 
which the ſmalleſt ray of happineſs en- 
genders, ſtrongly operated. But the 
Huron felt in the ſecret receſſes of his 
heart, a ſentiment that exploded this 
illuſion. He read over the promiſes 
ſigned by St. Pouange, and the commiſ- 
ſion ſigned Louvois; theſe men were 
painted to him ſuch as they were, or 
ſuch as they were thought to be. Eve. 
ry one ſpoke of the miniſters and ad- 
miniſtration with the freedom of convi- 
vial converſation, which is conſidered 
in France as the moſt precious liberty 
to be obtained on earth. 

„If I were king of France,” ſaid the 
Huron, * this is the kind of miniſter that 
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I would chuſe for the war department. 
I would have a man of the higheſt birth, 
as he is to give orders to the nobility, 
I would require that he ſhould himſelf 
have been an officer, and paſſed through 
the various gradations; or, at leaſt, that 
he had attained the rank of Lieutenant 
General, and was worthy of being a 
Marſhal of France. For it is not ne- 
ceſſary that he ſhould have ſerved him- 
ſelf, to be acquainted with the details 
of the ſervice; and will not officers obey, 
with a hundred times more alacrity, a 
military man, who like themſelves has 
been ſignalized by his courage, than a 
mere man of the cabinet, who, at moſt, 
can only gueſs at the operations of a 
campaign, let him have ever fo great a 
ſhare of ſenſe? I ſhould not be diſpleaſ- 
ed at my miniſter's generoſity, eyen 
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though it might ſometimes embarraſs a 
little the keeper of the royal treaſure. I 
ſhould chuſe him to have a facility in 
buſineſs, and that he ſhould diſtinguiſh 
himſelf by that kind of gaiety of mind, 

which is the lot of a man ſuperior to bu- 
ſineſs, ſo agreeable to the nation, and 
which renders the performance of every 
duty leſs irkſome.” This is the charac- 

ter he would have choſen for a miniſter, 
as he had conſtantly obſerved, that ſuch 
an amiable diſpoſition 1s incompatible 
with cruelty. 

Monſieur de Louvois would not, per- 
haps, have been ſatisfied with the Hu- 
ron's wiſhes ; his merit lay in a different 
walk. But whilſt they were till at table, 
the diſorder of this unhappy girl took a 
fatal turn; her blood was on fire, the 
ſymptoms of a malignant fever had ap- 
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peared; ſhe ſuffered but did not com- 
plain, unwilling to diſturb the pleature 
of the gueſts. 

Her brother, knowing that ſhe was not 
aſleep, went to the foot of her bed: he 
was aſtoniſhed at the condition he found 
her in. Every body flew to her; her 
lover appeared next to her brother. He 
was certainly the moſt alarmed, and the 
moſt affected of any one; but he had 
learned to unite diſcretion to all the hap- 
py gifts nature had beſtowed upon him, 
and a quick ſenſibility of decorum be- 
gan to prevail over him. 

A neighbouring phyſician was imme- 
diately ſent for. He was one of thoſe 
itinerant doors, who confound the laſt 
diſorder they were conſulted upon with 
the preſent; who follow a blind practice, 
in a ſcience from which the moſt mature. 

2 2 
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inveſtigation, and juſteſt obſervations, 
do not preclude uncertainty and danget. 
He greatly encreaſed the diſorder, by 
preſcribing a faſhionable noſtrum.— Can 
faſhion extend to medicine? This phren- 
Zy was then too prevalent in Paris. 

The grief of Miſs St. Yves contribut- 
ed ſtill more than her phyſician to ren- 
der her diſorder fatal. Her body ſuffer- 
ed martyrdom in the torments of her 
mind. The croud of thoughts which 
agitated her breaſt, communicated to 
her veins a more dangerous poiſon than 
that of the moſt burning fever. 
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CHAP. XX. 
The death of the beautiful Miſs St. Tves, 
and its conſequences 


NOTHER phyſician was called 
in. This inſtead of aſſiſting na- 
ture, and leaving it to act in a young 
perſon whoſe organs recalled the vital 
ſtream, applied bimſelf ſolely to coun- 
teract the effects of his brother's preſcrip- 
tion. The diſorder, in two days, be- 
came mortal. 'The brain, which is 
thought to be the ſeat of the mind, was 
as violently afflicted as the heart, which, 
we are told, is the ſeat of the paſſions. 
By what incomprehenſible mechaniſm 
are the organs in ſubjection to ſentiment 
Ep How is it that a ſingle 
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melancholy idea ſhall diſturb the whole 
courſe of the blood; and that the blood 
ſhould in turn communicate irregulari- 
ties to the human underſtanding ? What 
is that unknown fluid, which certainly 
exiſts, and, quicker and more active than 
light, flies in leſs than the twinkling of 
an eye into all the channels of life, pro- 
duces ſenſations, memory, joy or grief, 
reaſon or phrenzy ; recalls with horror 
what we would chuſe to forget; and 
- renders a thinking animal either a ſubject 
of admiration, or an object of pity and 
compaſſion ? 

Theſe were the reflections of thegood 
old Gordon; and theſe obſervations, ſo 
natural, which men ſeldom make, did 
not prevent his feeling upon the occaſi- 
on; for he was not of the number of 


thoſe gloomy philoſophers, who pique 
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themſelves upon being inſenſible. He 
was affected at the fate of this young 
woman, like a father who ſees his dear 
child yielding to a ſlow death. The ab- 
be St. Yves was deſperate ; the prior 
and his ſiſter ſhed floods of tears; but 
who could deſcribe the ſituation of her 
lover? All expreſſion falls far ſhort of 
the ſummit of his affliftion, and language 
here proves its imperfection. 

His aunt, almoſt lifeleſs, ſupported 
the head of the departing fair in her 
feeble arms; her brother was upon his 
knees at the foot of the bed; her lover 
ſqueezed her hand, which he bathed in 
rears; his groans rent the air, whilſt he 
called her his guardian angel, his life, 
his hope, his better-half, his miſtreſs, 
his wife. At the word wife, a ſigh e. 
ſcaped her, whilſt ſhe looked upon him 
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with inexpreflible tenderneſs, and then 
abruptly gave a horrid (cream. Preſent- 
ly, in one of thoſe interyals when grief, 
the oppreſſion of the ſenſes, and pain, 
ſubſide, and leave the ſoul its liberty and 
powers, ſhe cried out; “ I your wifel 
—Ah! dear lover, this name, this hap- 
pineſs, this felicity, were not deſtined 
for me {—T die, and I deſerve it. O 
God of my heart — O you, whom I ſa- 
crificed to infernal dæmons vit is done--I 
am puniſhed live and be happy.” Theſe 
tender, but dreadful, expreſſions were 
incomprehenſible ; — yet they melted 
and terrified every heart. She had the 
courage to explain herſelf, and her au- 
ditors quaked with aſtoniſhment, grief, 
and pity. They with one voice deteſted 
the man in power, who repaired a ſhock- 
ing act of injuſtice only by his crimes, 
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and who had forced the moſt amiable 
innocence to be his accomplice. 

% Who? you guilty! faid her lover, 

* no, you are not; guilt can only be in 
the heart; - yours is devoted ſolely to 
virtue and to me.” 
This opinion he corroborated by ſuch 
expreſſions as ſeemed to recall the beau- 
tiful Miſs St. Yves back to life. She 
felt ſome conſolation from them, and 
was aſtoniſhed at being ſtill beloved. 
The aged Gordon would have condem- 
ned her at the time he was only a Jan- 
ſeniſt ; but having attained wiſdom, he 
eſteemed her, and wept. 

In the midſt of theſe lamentations and 
fears, whilſt the dangerous ſituation of 
this worthy girl engroſſed every breaſt, 
and all were in the greateſt conſternati- 


on, a courier arrived from court. A 
Aa 
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courier! from whom? and upon what 
account?” He was ſent by the king's 
confeſſor to the prior of the Mountain: 
it was not Father de la Chaiſe who 
wrote, but brother Vadbled, his valet 
de chambre, a man of great conſequence 
at that time, who acquainted the arch- 
biſhops with the reverend Father's plea- 
fure, who gave audience, promiſed be 
nefices, and ſometimes iſſued fettres de 
cachet, He wrote to the abbe of the 
Mountain, „that his Reverence had 
been informed of his nephew's exploits; 
that his being ſent to priſon was through 
miſtake ; that ſuch little diſgraces fre- 
quently happened, and ſhould therefor 
not be attended to; and, in fine, it be- 
hoved him, the prior, to come and pre- 
ſent his nephew the next day: that he 
was to bring with him that good man 


The SincERE HuRoON. 177 


Gordon ; and that he, brother Vadbled, 
ſhould introduce them to his Reverence 
and M. de Louvois, who would ſay a 
word to them in his anti-chamber.” 

To which he added, © that the hiſto- 
ry of the Huron, and his combat againſt 
the Engliſh, had been related to the 
king; that doubtleſs the king would 
deign to take notice of him in paſſing 
through the gallery, and perhaps he 
might even nod his head to him,” The 
letter concluded by flattering him with 
hopes that all the ladies of the court 
would ſhew their eagerneſs to ſend for 
his nephew to their toilets; and that 
ſeveral among them would ſay to him, 
« Good day, Mr. Huron; and that he 
would certainly be talked of at the king's 
ſupper. The letter was ſigned, © Your 
affectionate brother Jeſuit, Vadbled.” 

| Aa 2 
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The prior having read the letter x 
loud. his furious nephew for a moment 
ſuppreſſed his rage, and ſaid nothing to 
the bearer: but turning towards the 
companion of his misfortunes, aſked 
him, what he thought of that ſtile? Gor- 
don replied, ** This, then, is the way 
that men are treated like monkies! They 
are firſt beaten, and then they dance,” 
The Huron reſuming his character, 
which always returned in the great emo- 
tions of his ſoul, tore the letter to bits, 
and threw them in the courier's face ; 
&« There is my anſwer,” ſaid he. His un- 
cle in terrors, who fancied he ſaw thun- 
derbolts, and twenty /ettres de cachet at 
once fall upon him, immediately wrote 
the beſt excuſe he could for theſe tran- 
ſports of paſſion in a young man, which 
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he conſidered as the ebullition of a great 
ſoul. | 

But a ſolicitude of a more melancho- 
ly ſtamp now ſeized every heart. 'The 
beautiful and unfortunate Miſs St. Yves 
was already ſenſible of her approaching 
end; ſhe was ſerene, but it was that 
kind of ſhocking ſerenity, the effe& of 
exhauſted nature, no longer able to with- 
ſtand the conflict. Oh my dear lover!” 
ſaid ſhe, in a faultering voice, © death 
puniſhes me for my weakneſs; but I 
expire with the conſolation of knowing 
you are free. TI adored you whilſt I be- 
trayed you, and J adore you in bidding 
you an eternal adieu.“ 

She did not make a parade of a ridi- 
culous fortitude; ſhe did not underſtand 
that miſerable glory of having ſome of 
her neighbours ſay, ſhe died with cou- 


rage. Who, at twenty, can be at once 
torn from her lover, from life, and what 
is called honour, without regret, with- 
out ſome pangs ? ſhe felt all the horror 
of her ſituation, and made it felt by 
thoſe expiring looks and accents which 
ſpeak with ſo much energy. In a word, 
ſhe ſhed tears like other people, at thoſe 
intervals that ſhe was capable of giving 
vent to them. | 

Let others ſtrive to celebrate the pom- 
pous deaths of thoſe who inſenſibly ruſh 
into deſtruction. This is the lot of all 
animals; we die like them, only when 
age or diſorders make us reſemble them 
by the ſtupidity of our organs. Who- 
ever ſuffers a great loſs, muſt feel great 
regret; if they are ſtifled, it is nothing 
but vanity that is purſued, even in the 

arms of death. 
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When the fatal moment came, all a- 
round her moſt feelingly expreſſed their 
grief, by inceſſant tears and lamentati- 
ons. The Huron was ſenſeleſs. Great 
ſouls feel more violent ſenſations than 
thoſe of leſs tender diſpoſitions. The 
good old Gordon knew enough of him 
to make him dread, that when he came 
to bhimſelf, he would be guilty of ſuicide. 
All kinds of arms were put out of his 
way, which the unfortunate young man 
perceived: he faid to his relations and 
Gordon, without ſhedding any tears, 
without a groan, or the leaſt emotion; 
Po you then think, that any one up- 
on earth hath the right and power to 
prevent my putting an end to my life? 
Gordon took care to avoid making a pa- 
rade of thoſe common-· place declamati- 
ons, whereby it is endeavoured to be 
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proved, that we are not allowed to ex- 
erciſe our liberty in ceaſing to be, when 
we are ina ſhocking ſituation ; that we 
may not leave the houſe, when we can 
no longer remain in it; that a man is 
on earth like a ſoldier at his poſt: as if it 
ſignified to the Being of beings, whe- 
ther the conjunction of the particles of 
matter were in one ſpot or another; im- 
potent reaſons, to which a firm and con- 
templated deſpair diſdains to liſten, and 
to which Cato replied only with the uſe 
of a poniard. | 

The Huron's ſullen and dreadful 
ſilence, his doleful aſpect, his trembling 
lips, and the ſhivering of his whole 
frame, to every ſpectator's ſoul com- 
municated that mixture of compaſſion 


and terror, which fetters all its powers, 


precludes diſcourſe, and is only uttered 
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by faultering accents. The hoſteſs and 
her family came running; they trembled 
to behold the ſtate of his deſperation, 
yet all kept their eyes upon him, and 
attended to all his motions. 'The ice- 
cold corpſe of the beautiful Miſs St. Yves 
had already been carried into a lower- 
hall, out of the ſight of her lover, who 
ſeemed till in ſearch of it, though in- 
capable of obſerving any object. 

In the midiſt of this ſpectacle of death, 
whilſt the dead body was expoſed at the 
door of the houſe; whilſt two prieſts by 
the ſide of a holy water. pot were repeat ⸗ 
ing prayers with an air of diſtraction; 
whilſt ſome paſſengers, thro? idleneſs, 
ſprinkled the bier with ſome drops of 
holy water, and others went their ways 
quite indifferent; whilſt her parents 
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were drowned in tears, and every one 
thought the lover would not ſurvive his 
Joſs; — in this ſituation St. Pouange 
arrived with his female Verſailles 
friend. | 

His tranſitory taſte having been but 
once gratified, it became a fixed paſſion, 
A refuſalof his generous gifts had piqued 
his pride. Father de la Chaiſe would ne- 
ver have ſuggeſted the thoughtof coming 
into this houſe ; but St. Pouange having 
conſtantly before his eyes the image of 
the beautiful Miſs St. Yves; burning to 
ſatisfy a paſſion, which, by a ſingle en- 
joyment, had fixed in his heart the poig- 
nancy of deſire; did not heſitate coming 
himſelf in {earch of her, whom he would 
not, perhaps, have been inclined to ſee 
a third time, had ſhe went to him of her 
own accord. 
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He alighted from his coach; and the 
firſt object that preſented itſelf was a 
bier: he turned away his eyes with that 
ſimple diſtaſte of a man bred up in plea-® 
ſures, and who thinks he ſhould avoid a 
ſpectacle which might recall him to the 
contemplation of human miſery. He 
is inclined to go up ſtairs, whilſt his fe- 
male friend enquires through curioſity 
whoſe funeral it is. The name of Miſs 
St. Yves is pronounced. At this name 
ſhe turned, and gave a ſhocking ſhriek. 
St. Pouange now returns, whilſt ſur- 
prize and grief poſſeſs his foul, The 
good old Gordon ſtood with ſtreaming 
eyes: he, for a moment, ceaſed his 
lamentations, to acquaint the courtier 
with all the circumſtances of this me- 
lancholy cataſtrophe. He ſpoke with 
that authority which is the companion 
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to ſorrow and virtue. St. Pouange was 
not naturally wicked; the torrent of bu- 
ſineſs and amuſements had hurried away 
his ſou], which was not yet acquainted 
with itſelf, He did not border upon 
that grey age, which uſually hardens the 
hearts of miniſters; he liſtened ro Gor- 
don with a downcaſt look, and ſome 
tears eſcaped him which he was fſur- 
prized to ſhed; in a word he repented. 
«« I will,” ſaid he, “ abſolutely ſee 
this extraordinary man you have men- 
tioned to me; he affects me almoſt as 
much as this innocent victim, whoſe 
death I have been the occaſion of.” Gor- 
don followed him as far as the chamber, 
where were the prior Kerkabon, the 
abbe St. Yves, and ſome neighbours, 
who were recalling to life the young man, 
who had again fainted, 
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„IJ have been the cauſe of your mis- 
fortunes,” ſaid this deputy miniſter, 
and my whole life ſhall be employed 
in making reparation.” The firſt idea 
that ſtruck the Huron was to kill him, 
and then deſtroy himſelf. Nothing was 
more ſuitable to the circumſtances; but 
he was without arms, and cloſely watch- 
ed. St. Pouange was not rebuked with 
refuſals, accompanied with reproach, 
contempt, and the inſults he deſerved, 
which were laviſhed upon him. Time 
ſoftens every thing. Monſ. de Louvois 
at length ſucceeded in making an excel- 
lent officer of the Huron, who has ap- 
peared under another name at Paris and 
in the army, applauded by all honeſt 
men, being at once a warrior and an in- 


trepid philoſopher. 
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He never mentioned this adventure 
without being greatly affected; and yet 
his greateſt conſolation was to ſpeak of 
it. He cheriſhed the memory of his be- 
loved Miſs St. Yves to the laſt moment 
of his life. The abbe St. Yves and the 
prior were each provided with good liv- 
ings; the good Kerkabon rather choſe 
to ſee bis nephew inveſted with military 
honours than in the ſub-deaconry. The 
devotee of Verſailles kept the diamond 
ear-rings, and received beſides a hand- 
fome preſent. Father Tout a tous had 
preſents of chocolate, coffee, and con- 
fectionary, with the Meditations of the 
reverend Father Croĩſet, and the Flower 
of the Saints, bound in Morocco, Good 
old Gordon lived with the Huron till 
his death, in the moſt friendly intima- 
cy; he had alſo a benefice, and forgot, 
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for ever, effectual grace, and the conco- 
mitant concourſe. He took for his 


motto, Migfortunes are of ſome uſe. How 
many worthy people are there in the 
world who may juſtly ſay, Misfortunes 
are good for nothing ! 
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